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Y’KNOVV,  they  say  it’s  the  little 
things  in  life  that  cause  us  the  most 
trouble.  A much-repeated  story  . . . that 
brings  to  mind  many  sad  and  humorous 
examples  of  same,  especially  the  story 
about  the  Naval  Munitions  expert  who 
was  stopped  on  his  way  to  a secret 
council  of  war  by  his  wife’s  calling  on 
the  telephone.  In  terrified  tones  she 
told  him  how  a mouse  was  running 
around  in  the  kitchen,  scaring  her  out 
of  her  wits.  For  fifteen  minutes  they 
talked : she  beseeching  him  to  come 
home;  he  arguing  that  he  could  not, 
trying  to  avoid  her  insistent  question, 
“Why  not?”  Finally,  feeling  the  press  of 
time,  he  slammed  down  the  receiver; 
but  when  he  arrived  at  the  council  table, 
the  meeting  was  over  and  orders  had 
been  sent  out  for  immediate  enactment. 
The  result  was  that  the  Admiral’s  wife 
had  a heart  attack  and  sued  her  hus- 
band for  divorce,  and  a load  of  bombs 
were  dropped  in  the  wrong  place,  wip- 
ing out  a hidden  installation  of  Amer- 
ican reconnaissance  troops. 

The  story  that  stands  out  in  my  mind, 
though,  is  the  one  about  Peggy  Chase 
and  Jack  Davis,  and  the  broken  shoe- 
lace. Not  many  people  know  the  story 
of  what  really  happened,  for  what  they 


did  hear  was  mostly  malicious  gossip. 
Therefore,  since  none  of  the  principals 
could  be  affected  by  the  retelling  of  it 
now,  and  to  clear  any  doubt  in  the 
minds  of  those  who  got  wind  of  the 
wrong  story,  I am  putting  it  down  in 
writing. 

Peggy  and  Jack  were  in  the  same  class 
at  Bradley  High;  but  Jack,  captain  of 
the  football  team,  never  noticed  in- 
significant little  Peggy  until  one  day, 
as  he  passed  in  his  ’35  Ford,  she  had 
stopped  to  talk  to  his  younger  sister, 
Miriam.  Offhand,  Jack  asked  who  she 
was.  After  that,  Jack  said  hello  to  Peggy 
whenever  he  passed  her  on  the  street; 
and  soon,  over  cokes,  Jack  discovered 
he  had  taken  a liking  to  the  shy  kid 
who  worshipped  Gregory  Peck  and  went 
to  every  game  Bradley  High  played. 
About  this  time,  too,  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Davis  discovered  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Chase 
at  a meeting  of  the  church  Bazaar 
Committee.  When  the  Chases  asked  the 
Davises  over  to  play  Canasta,  Jack 
Davis  asked  to  go  along.  After  several 
repetitions,  it  became  a standing  joke 
between  the  Davises  and  the  Chases 
whenever  Jack  evinced  interest  in  Can- 
asta. 

One  day,  while  Jack  was  sitting  in  his 
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third-floor  room,  reading  comic  books, 
his  mother  called  up  to  him,  “Jackie, 
we’re  going  over  to  the  Chases.  Do  you 
want  to  come  along?”  Like  Pyramus 
setting  out  for  a clandestine  meeting 
with  Thisbe,  Jack  jumped  up  and 
grabbed  his  shoes,  but,  in  putting  them 
on,  broke  the  shoelace  of  his  left  shoe. 
Vainly,  he  rummaged  through  his  dres- 
ser. When  his  mother  called  to  him 
again,  “We’re  leaving  right  away.  You’d 
better  hurry  if  you’re  coming  along” 
feebly  he  answered,  “My  shoelace 
broke;  I can’t  find  another  one.”  But 
all  Mrs.  Davis  heard  was  an  incom- 
prehensible mumble.  Soon  Jack  heard 
the  sound  of  the  car  pulling  out  of  the 
garage  and  onto  the  street.  But  he 
thought  to  himself,  “Well,  there’ll  be 
other  times.” 

When  the  Davises  arrived  at  the 
Chases’  house,  Peggy  Chase  was  sitting 
in  the  living-room.  After  the  parents 
had  talked  for  some  time,  Peggy,  try- 
ing not  to  seem  too  interested,  said,  “I 
notice  Jack  isn’t  with  you  today.” 
Smiling,  Mr.  Davis  facetiously  re- 
marked, “I  guess  he  isn’t  very  fond  of 
you  any  more.”  It  hit  Peggy  like  a slap 
in  the  face.  To  think  that  he  had  so 
soon  tired  of  her  as  one  might  of  an 
oft-played  record.  And  to  add  insult, 
he  had  told  his  parents  about  their 
secret  friendship!  She  jumped  up,  hurt 
to  the  quick.  “So  he  told  you;  did  he? 
Thank  Heaven  I found  out  what  he  is 
really  like  before  it  was  too  late.  Just 
a conceited,  egotistical  snob!  It  was 
probably  all  a big  joke  to  him,  the 
snob.”  Sobbing,  she  ran  out  of  the  room. 
With  hasty  tact,  Mrs.  Chase  got  the 
Davises  out  of  the  house,  then  ran  up 
the  stairs  to  Peggy’s  room.  The  door 
was  locked,  and  she  called,  “Open  up 
this  door,  young  lady.  What  do  you 
mean  by  such  conduct?”  Not  a sound 
came  from  inside  the  room. 

Now,  two  of  the  most  valuable  pos- 
sessions a man  has  are  money  and  rep- 
utation. Of  these,  the  more  important 
is  reputation.  A man  may  lose  all  his 
money,  but  he  is  not  in  so  bad  a position 
as  the  man  who  has  lost  his  good  name. 
His  dignity  is  hurt,  and  his  indignity 
aroused.  Driving  home,  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Davis  talked  of  Peggy  Chase’s  strange 
conduct. 

“Imagine  saying  such  a shocking 


thing  as  that!”  Mrs.  Davis  remarked. 
“Such  accusations;!  There  must  be 
something  mentally  wrong  with  the 
girl.” 

When  they  arrived  home,  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Davis  said  nothing  of  the  incident 
to  Jack.  Finally,  he  asked,  “How  are 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Chase?” 

“The  most  terrible  thing  happened,” 
replied  Mrs.  Davis,  with  a shocked 
look  on  her  face.  “Poor  Peggy  Chase 
took  some  sort  of  fit.  And  the  most 
shocking  part  of  it  was,  she  accused  you 
of  being  a — a conceited  snob!” 

Jack’s  face  fell,  “What?”  he  cried. 
“What  brought  that  on?” 

“/  can’t  imagine  why  she  said  every- 
thing she  did.  When  we  came  in,  she 
said,  ‘I  notice  Jack  isn’t  with  you  to- 
day.’ Then  your  father  said,  ‘I  guess  he 
isn’t  fond  of  you  any  more.’  Then  she 
started  to  yell  all  sorts  of  insults  and 
awful  accusations.” 

“Oh,  no!”  Jack  rushed  out  of  the 
room  into  the  hall.  Quickly,  he  put  on 
his  jacket  and  rushed  out  the  door.  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Davis  looked  at  each  other  in 
bewildered  amazement. 

At  the  Chases’  house,  Jack  asked  to 
see  Peggy.  “She  won’t  even  talk  to  any- 
one,” her  mother  answered. 

“Maybe  if  you  told  her  I want  to 
talk  to  her,  she’d  come  out,”  said  Jack. 

When  Mrs.  Chase  went  back  up- 
stairs and  told  Peggy  that  Jack  was  out- 
side, Peggy  finally  broke  her  silence. 
“Tell  him  I never  want  to  see  him  as 
long  as  I live.  Not  as  long  as  I live!” 

Try  as  he  might  during  the  next  few 
weeks,  Jack  could  not  get  a word  to 
Peggy.  When  they  had  first  met,  Peggy, 
without  friends,  never  took  part  in  so- 
cial activities.  After  she  had  met  Jack, 
however,  she  got  to  know  all  the  foot- 
ball players,  went  to  all  the  dances, 
and  amassed  a carload  of  friends.  Now 
that  she  wasn’t  speaking  to  Jack,  she 
found  that  most  people  again  ignored 
her. 

Then,  one  day,  Mrs.  Chase  said  to 
Peggy,  “I  see  that  your  marks  are  get- 
ting worse.  What’s  the  matter?  Can’t 
you  concentrate?  I know  you’re  not 
stupid.  There  must  be  something 
wrong.”  But  Mrs.  Chase  found  out 
that  it  was  not  a matter  of  concentra- 
tion; it  was  environment.  Peggy  could 
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not  stand  looking  at  her  old  friends  any 
longer,  and  finally  her  state  of  mind 
forced  the  Chases  to  move  to  Haver- 
ford,  some  fifty  miles  west. 

Just  after  the  incident  which  caused 
the  rift,  Mrs.  Chase  had  called  Mrs. 
Davis  to  apologize.  “That’s  quite  all 
right,”  Mrs.  Davis  had  said.  “I  under- 
stand perfectly  how  you  feel.” 

A week  later  Mrs.  Chase  called  again. 
“Would  you  and  Mr.  Davis  like  to 
come  over  for  a game  of  Canasta?” 
she  asked. 

“I’m  sorry,  but  I’m  afraid  we  can’t. 
You  see,  we  had  intended  to  visit 
Mother  over  in  Ashland  tonight.”  Mrs. 
Davis  hung  up  the  receiver  and  called 
to  her  husband,  “What  do  you  say  we 
go  over  to  see  Mother?  We  haven’t 
been  to  Ashland  for  a long  time.”  After 
that,  when  Mrs.  Chase  telephoned,  Mrs. 
Davis  always  seemed  to  have  previous 
appointments.  Thus,  the  Davises  hardly 
noticed  that  the  Chases  had  moved. 

Jack  Davis  was  graduated  at  the 
head  of  his  class.  Besides  his  academic 
distinction,  he  had  become  outstanding 
as  captain  of  the  football,  basketball 
and  baseball  teams,  and  President  of 
the  graduating  class.  Later,  after  sim- 
ilar succes  at  college  and  law  school, 
he  became  the  best  criminal  lawyer  in 
the  state.  After  serving  with  great  abil- 
ity as  attorney-general,  he  was  married 
to  a New  York  society  girl,  and  they 
now  have  two  boys.  The  latest  news  I 


have  heard  is  that  he  is  to  run  for 
Governor. 

I ran  into  Peggy  Chase  a little  while 
ago.  She  was  teaching  here  at  Bradley 
High  about  a year  back.  When  I met 
her,  she  was  reserved  and  quiet,  almost 
sad.  She  talked  freely  about  her  life  in 
Haverford  and  how  she  happened  to 
become  a teacher.  But  she  carefully 
avoided  any  reference  to  Jack  Davis  and 
the  old  days  here.  We  stood  on  the  side- 
walk outside  the  library  building,  talk- 
ing for  about  an  hour.  Fnally  she  turned 
to  go.  “I  must  leave  now.  I really  have 
enjoyed  talking  to  you  again,  but  I 
have  to  go  back  and  pack,  because  I’m 
taking  a new  position  at  Fuller  City. 
The  life  of  a teacher  is  never  dull.”  We 
shook  hands.  She  smiled,  turned,  and 
slowly  walked  down  the  street. 

Suddenly,  a truck  came  roaring  down 
the  street;  it  was  one  of  Jack  Davis’s 
sound  trucks,  with  pictures  of  Jack’s 
smiling  face  painted  on  the  side.  I was 
hoping  Peggy  wouldn’t  see  it,  but  how 
could  she  help  seeing  it?  She  stopped 
and  stood  there  in  the  middle  of  the 
sidewalk.  “We  dare  you  to  look  at  his 
record!”  came  a voice  over  the  loud- 
speaker. “Look  at  the  record  of  Jack 
Davis  and  discover  for  yourself  that  he 
is  the  only  man  qualified  for  Governor 
of  this  state.”  The  truck  rumbled  on 
down  the  street.  Peggy  Chase  stood 
there  a minute;  then  she  bent  her  head 
and  ran  down  the  street  out  of  view. 


er 


of  a Slave 


By  Lewis  M.  Olfson,  ’54 


Oh,  God  Almighty,  let  me  be 

A welcomed  man  in  all  of  your  dominions. 

And  let  the  wrong  and  biased  see 

Their  false  ideas  and  change  their  cruel  opinions. 


Cut  loose  my  bonds  and  set  me  free, 

So  that  my  son,  the  offspring  of  my  sorrow, 
Shall  have  what  was  denied  of  me, 

To  be  a man,  to  live  in  Peace,  to-morrow. 
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By  Tom  Powers,  ’51 


GOOD  NIGHT,  Eve.  That  was  all. 

He  turned,  walked  slowly  down 
the  steps  and  up  the  street.  As  he 
trudged  along,  he  thought  how  ironic 
it  was,  and,  in  his  mind,  traced  out  the 
tale.  It  started  on  a warm  Thursday 
evening  in  early  summer.  No,  it  wasn’t 
then  that  it  began,  it  was  long  before; 
long,  at  least,  in  his  life,  for  he  was  only 
seventeen.  Twelve  years  ago,  almost  his 
entire  range  of  existence!  A classroom 
in  a little  school  with  little  pupils,  little 
desks,  and  a little  teacher.  He  had  first 
met  her  then;  she  was  the  prettiest  girl 

in  the  first  grade. 

* * * * 


He  became  aware  that  the  night  was 
wild  and  cold.  The  clouds  were  being 
swirled  and  tossed  about  the  moon,  the 
only  immutable  thing  visible  in  the  des- 
olate heaven.  It  reminded  him  of  a 
scene  from  a movie  he  had  seen,  years 
ago,  about  intrigue  in  the  Orient. 

There  was  the  birthday  party.  All  her 
little  girl  friends  had  been  there,  and 
he  . . . he,  the  only  boy.  The  two 
mothers  had  thought  it  was  lovely. 
“Aren’t  they  cute,  the  two  of  them?” 
In  his  own  way,  he’d  thought  it  was 
rather  nice,  himself.  Since  then,  he’d 
lost  touch  with  her,  but  never  forgotten. 
He  recalled  how  hard  he  had  tried,  at 
her  birthday  party,  not  to  spill  his  ice 
cream  on  the  tablecloth;  he  had  spilled 
it,  though.  Odd,  the  things  one  remem- 
bers. 


A few  years  ago,  he  had  found  out 
from  his  mother,  who  had  chanced  to 
meet  hers,  that  they  had  moved,  but  not 
far.  After  that,  he  would  consult  the 
telephone  directory  every  time  it  came 
out,  just  to  assure  himself  that  she  was 
still  there,  that  she  hadn’t  moved,  that 
...  he  didn’t  really  know  why  . . . 

Last  Christmas,  he  was  looking 
through  the  newspaper,  and  then  ...  it 
spoke  to  him.  There  was,  “Eve  . . . , 
of  . . . St.,  wins  scholarship.”  “So  little 
Eve  is  the  bookish  sort”,  he  thought, 
“one  of  those  intellectuals  with  stringy 
hair,  a wan  complexion,  and  thick 
glasses.” 

How  fantastic  the  whole  affair  had 
been!  Unreal,  unreal  as  those  wispy 
clouds  that  almost  obscure  the  moon. 
For  six  months  he  had  put  it  off,  mak- 
ing such  excuses  as,  “After  twelve  years, 
a little  longer  won’t  make  any  dif- 
ference”, and  “I  look  more  attractive 
in  my  summer  suit.”  Finally,  he  had 
telephoned  her.  She’d  thought  it  was 
amazing,  had  laughed  and  chirped 
through  the  entire  conversation.  He 
asked  her  if  he  might  see  her,  come  to 
her  home.  “Thursday”,  she  said — that 
warm,  melancholy  Thursday. 

Promptly  at  seven,  he  had  arrived 
and  met  her  mother.  “Still  living  at  the 
same  place?”  she’d  asked. 

U\/^  55 

Yes. 

“How’s  your  mother?” 

“Fine.”  ' 

“Eve’ll  be  right  in.  Sit  down,  make 
vourself  comfortable.” 

“Thanks.” 

Then  the  girl  had  tripped  into  the 
room  ...  he  couldn’t  think  how  else  to 
describe  her  ...  an  elfin  sprite  . . . her 
eyes  . . . big,  green  . . . one  could  drown 
in  those  eyes.  Bookish?  Bookish  as  the 
warm  South  Wind.  He  looked  at  her 
for  a moment,  said  nothing.  She,  too, 
was  silent.  Then,  almost  together,  they 
spoke,  and  time  began  again. 

“Why  don’t  you  twro  go  for  a walk,” 
suggested  her  mother.  He  looked  at  Eve 
and  Eve  looked  at  him;  off  they  went. 

“This  is  almost  the  same  spot  where 
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she  told  me  she  was  going  ‘steady’,” 
he  thought,  and  the  clouds  grew  thicker. 

Summer  matured  into  autumn,  and 
he  couldn’t  forget.  Perhaps  something 
would  work  out  yet.  He  called  her  and 
asked  her  for  a date — her  going 
“steady”  was  very  likely  just  a summer 
romance  that  would  be  gone  with  the 
warmth — she  accepted.  They  went 
dancing,  she  looked  lovely,  his  Eve. 

Now,  as  he  gazed  at  the  haunted, 
vaporous  sky  and  his  reluctant  feet 
paced  out  the  distance  to  the  corner, 


she  was  in  his  arms  once  more.  The  dry 
laughter  of  dead  leaves  mocked  him, 
while  the  shuddering  street  light  played 
with  his  shadow.  The  chill  of  the  air 
and  the  taste  of  stale  smoke,  sifting  up 
through  still  smouldering  piles  of  with- 
ered foliage,  reminded  him  that  now  he 
had  nothing  but  a memory,  a memory 
of  wistful  features  in  soft,  sombre 
candlelight.  A few  words,  from  the 
Bible,  drifted  through  his  thoughts, 
“She  only  sleeps  . . . the  resurrection 
and  the  life.” 


^Jliinter  and  the  ^Jdunted 


By  George  S.  Rosen,  ’53 


THE  ALARM  had  gone  out.  The 
whole  city  had  been  alerted.  Moth- 
ers were  locking  their  children  in  their 
houses.  A few  hours  later  it  was  thought 
that  all  were  safely  locked  in  their 
homes.  But  in  the  little  house  across 
from  the  park  there  was  one  who  was 
not  safe.  The  residents  of  the  house  had 
carelessly  left  the  door  open,  and  the 
little  fellow  had  wandered  in. 

He  had  not  heard  the  city-wide 
alarm,  and  even  if  he  had  heard  it,  he 
would  not  have  understood  it.  Much 
too  young  to  understand  the  alarm  of 
danger,  he  roamed  about  the  empty 
house  in  babyish  innocence. 

In  the  meantime,  outside  in  the  rainy 


night,  the  runaway  stealthily  prowled 
the  empty  alleys.  Food!  He  had  not 
eaten  since  morning.  He  must  have 
food,  and  quickly. 

Then  the  little  house  appeared  before 
his  eyes.  The  aroma  of  the  scraps  of 
roast  beef  left  on  the  kitchen  table 
drifted  out  through  the  open  door.  Cau- 
tiously he  passed  into  the  house.  He 
made  his  way  toward  the  place  where 
his  keen  sense  of  smell  told  him  there 
was  meat. 

In  the  kitchen,  lighted  only  by  the 
glow  of  a street  lamp  shining  through 
the  window7,  the  little  fellow,  unaware 
of  his  danger,  joyfully  romped  about  the 
room.  He  too  had  noticed  the  meat  on 
the  table.  It  had  caught  his  fancy,  and 
he  was  determined  to  get  a closer  look 
at  it. 

How  to  reach  the  top  of  the  table — 
that  was  his  problem.  The  chair  adja- 
cent to  the  table  seemed  the  only  way. 
He  leaped  from  the  seat  of  the  chair, 
but  missed  his  mark  by  inches.  Once 
more  he  leaped,  only  to  fall  again. 

Summoning  all  the  strength  that  his 
little  body  had  in  reserve,  he  attempted 
another  jump.  This  successful,  he  found 
himself  within  reach  of  the  table  top. 
With  little  effort  he  succeeded  in  lift- 
ing himself  to  the  place  where  the  dish 
stood.  Just  one  taste  convinced  him  that 
the  delicious  discovery  was  for  him. 

At  that  moment  the  big  cat  sneaked 
in.  The  little  fellow,  innocent  though  he 
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was,  immediately  realized  that  the 
strange  figure  meant  trouble.  The  in- 
truder, upon  seeing  his  helpless  victim, 
knew  at  once  that  he  had  come  upon  an 
added  delicacy. 

He  leaped  for  the  table,  and  the  lit- 
tle fellow,  in  trying  to  escape,  fell  to 
the  floor.  Frightened,  he  crawled  aim- 


lessly on  all  fours  to  avoid  capture  and 
certain  death. 

But  the  hungry  intruder  was  not  to 
be  denied.  An  enormous  leap  carried 
him  to  the  spot  where  the  little  fellow 
had  paused  to  glance  backward.  The  big 
cat,  with  one  swing  of  his  heavy’  paw, 
ended  it  all. 

Fluffy  had  caught  a mouse. 


By  Paul  Merlin,  ’51 


AS  THE  TWO  hands  of  the  clock 
pointed  to  twelve,  the  chimes 
sounded  softly  through  the  still  campus. 
On  this  first  night  of  the  initiation  cere- 
monies, thirty-four  fraters  filed  out  on 
the  sleeping  porch  to  wake  the  nine 
pledges. 

The  bleary-eyed  pledges  got  up  and 
dressed  according  to  the  instruction  of 
Wilson  Parker,  President.  Each  pledge 
was  directed  by  a “superior,”  while  the 
other  twenty-five  “brothers”  stood 
around  and  shouted  suggestions.  Martin 
Crockett’s  voice  was  louder  than  every 
one  elsc’s  as  he  shouted  at  a young 
pledge:  “You’ll  never  get  into  this  fra- 
ternity. By  the  time  I get  through  with 
you,  you’ll  wish  you  were  dead!”  Bob 
Sloane,  the  neophyte,  standing  at  at- 
tention, replied  respectfully,  “Yes,  sir.” 

Martin,  the  indulged  son  of  a pros- 
perous stock-broker,  hated  Bob  for 
many  reasons.  The  latest  indignity  was 
that  he  had  won  the  Debating  Medal, 
on  which  Martin  had  set  his  heart. 

The  first  event  was  a race  across  the 
Campus.  Wilson  Parker’s  shrill  voice 
called  out,  “On  your  marks!  Get  set! 
Go.”  Bob  was  a close  third  at  the  half- 
way mark,  but  just  beyond  it,  he  sud- 
denly found  himself  sprawling  on  the 
ground.  The  others  streaked  past  him. 
Martin,  grinning,  pulled  in  his  foot,  as 
the  dazed  Bob  looked  up  at  him.  He 
came  in  last,  and  the  fraternity  brothers 
got  their  paddles. 

About  a half  hour  later,  as  the  nine 
pledges  were  returning  to  their  sleep- 
ing-porch, Martin  tapped  Bob  on  the 
shoulder.  “You,  Sloane;  I want  you  to 
polish  my  car!” 


“When,  Sir?” 

“Now,  Stupid!” 

This  persecution  continued  for  three 
more  days.  Bob  had  to  duckwalk  the 
campus  countless  times  and  had  pol- 
ished Martin’s  car  over  and  over,  al- 
though it  was  spotless. 

Then,  on  the  fourth  and  last  night 
of  the  initiation  ceremonies,  a paddling 
“party”  was  held  in  the  Rumpus  Room. 
Martin  brought  an  oversized  paddle 
from  one  of  his  father’s  rowboats.  He 
was  positive  that  he  could  force  Bob  to 
drop  out. 

The  “party”  progressed  as  those  af- 
fairs normally  do,  until  once  Bob  for- 
got to  say  “Sir”  when  addressing  Mar- 
tin. The  result  was  that  he  was  whacked 
till  his  flesh  was  raw.  He  flinched,  but 
he  never  said  “Enough”. 


Finally,  at  quarter  to  twelve,  Wilson 
Parker  declared  the  “party”  over.  Bob 
Sloane  was  now  a proven  brother.  With 
a soft  smile  on  his  lips,  he  slowly  walked 
over  to  Martin  and  slammed  a quick 
right  hook  to  his  new  “brother’s”  jaw. 
Then  he  turned  and  went  upstairs  to 
his  new  dormitory. 
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By  Morris  M.  Goldings,  ’53 


THE  GLEAMING,  silver,  bullet-like 
projectile  rocketed  its  way  into  the 
outer  atmosphere.  At  last,  inter-planet- 
ary  travel  had  made  its  debut  in  the  uni- 
verse. For  years,  the  inhabitants  of  that 
civilization  which  had  sent  out  the  first 
rocketship  had  dreamed  of  such  an  ex- 
cursion. but  never  before  had  any  one 
in  the  universe  achieved  this  goal. 

In  the  atomic-propelled  ship,  a large 
crew  was  working  unceasingly  to  assure 
itself  of  the  certain  accomplishment  of 
this  delicate  task.  The  entire  route  had 
been  reviewed  again  and  again  by  the 
expedition  leaders,  in  their  own  atmos- 
phere, of  course;  but,  how  would  the 
group  fare  in  the  foreign  planetary 
world?  Would  there  be  any  people  on 


the  planet,  or  would  it  be  barren?  If 
there  were  living  beings,  would  they  be 
like  those  with  which  they  were  already 
familiar?  How  far  advanced  would  this 
strange  new  world  be?  These  and  hun- 
dreds of  other  questions  whose  answers 
had  been  in  the  distant  realm  of  con- 
jecture, would  be  answered,  definitely, 
within  an  hour. 

It  had  been  decided  that  the  stay  on 
the  new  planet  would  be  very  brief, 
just  long  enough  to  collect  the  necessary 
data  for  the  scientists  back  home.  There 
were  to  be  no  long  excursions  to  the  in- 
terior of  the  planet,  as  in  the  familar 
fictional  accounts.  This  was  no  fiction; 
it  was  real,  and  would  definitely  be  the 
most  important  event  in  history.  All 
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agreed  that  those  who  could  control  two 
planets  would  control  the  universe. 

The  signal  was  given  that  they  were 
nearing  the  planet.  The  landing  party 
prepared  for  the  momentous  event. 
With  a deafening  crash,  the  ship  set 
itself  down.  The  escape  doors  were 
opened,  and  before  them  lay  the  planet 
. . . Earth. 

The  Martians  stood  frozen  for  a mo- 
ment. Could  it  be?  Had  their  scientists’ 
dream  really  come  true?  At  last,  the 
party  was  on  the  ground,  each  member 
preparing  to  carry  out  his  assigned  task 
in  the  allotted  time. 

The  two  expedition  pilots  stood  on 
the  ground  amazed.  Finally  the  younger 
of  the  two  spoke. 

“Well,  what’s  this  place  called?”  he 
asked. 

The  other,  lifting  up  his  head  slowly, 
answered,  “This  is  an  old  civilization,  or 
what’s  left  of  it,  much  like  our  own, 
called  Terra.” 

“What  happened  to  it?  It’s  just  an 
enormous  mass  of  ruin.  Where  are  the 
inhabitants?  Why  — ” 

“Hold  on,  now;  one  thing  at  a time. 
What  happened?  Of  course,  no  one  can 
yet  know  for  sure,  but  we  have  good 
cause  to  believe  that  there  was  once  a 


great  civilization  here;  millions  of  crea- 
tures called  “men”  lived  here.  Where 
are  they?  Again  one  can’t  be  certain, 
but  it  appears  that  these  people  had  a 
very  highly  advanced  civilization,  one 
with  innumerable  comforts  and  lux- 
uries. Yet,  as  the  story  goes,  one  faction 
wanted  more  and  more  and  more  until 
nothing  more  was  left  to  seek.  It  is 
supposed  that  this  group  controlled 
Earth,  until  internal  strife  arose  among 
them,  and  that  was  the  end.” 

“You  mean  they  just  killed  each  other 
off?” 

“Evidently.  You  see  that  atom  fuel 
that  got  us  here  has  its  bad  points,  too. 
Do  you  understand  what  I mean?  Well 
it’s  time  to  go  now.” 

“No,  please,  wait!  I have  one  more 
question:  When  did  it  happen?” 

“That  we  can  answer  somewhat  more 
precisely.  Our  scientists  say  that  the 
destruction  of  Terra  occurred  in  the 

year ” A massive  roar  of  rocket 

engines  cut  in  abruptly,  chopping  off  the 
last  bit  of  the  Martians’  discourse.  The 
two  left  for  the  ship  which  was  ready 
to  return  to  Mars. 

One  question  remained  unanswered. 
No  doubt  they  knew  it.  However,  will 
we,  the  people  of  Earth,  ever  know — 
“When?” 


By  Conrad  Geller,  ’51 

I 

Take  a hoe,  a watercan,  a pitchfork; 

Turn  the  earth;  plant  seeds;  erect  a fence. 

Sprinkle  water  and  wait;  be  patient;  let  the  sun  do  its  work. 
(Realize  that  the  sun  is  old,  dispassionate,  dependable — 

The  sun  will  do  its  work). 

Do  all  these  things — pray  if  you  like, 

And  what  does  it  all  get  you,  w'hen  September  comes? 
Tomatoes,  beans,  cucumbers,  and  a little  corn. 

II 

Give  me  soul-stuff ; give  me  wilderness. 

Give  me  the  quick  surge  of  virility. 

Give  me  night;  give  me  instinctive  terror  of  the  moon. 

Give  me  the  weird  complacent  stars, 

Without  perfume,  without  sound. 
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Quiz  i 

This  is  a quiz  to  test  your  knowledge 
of  Shakespeare’s  plays.  The  first  letters 
of  the  names,  read  from  top  to  bottom, 
will  spell  the  name  of  a famous  Shake- 
spearean actor,  1882-1942.  Give  your- 
self five  points  for  each  correct  answer, 
and  thirty-five  points  for  the  actor’s 
name. 

1.  A Franciscan  Friar  in  “Romeo  and 
Juliet” 

2.  Daughter  of  Polonius  in  “Hamlet” 

3.  A Witch  in  “Macbeth” 

4.  A Grecian  Commander  in  “Troilus 
and  Cressida” 

5.  One  of  the  king’s  Generals  in 
“Macbeth” 

6.  Usurping  Duke  of  Milan  in  “The 
Tempest” 

7.  A Scottish  Nobleman  in  “Macbeth” 

8.  A Courtier  in  “Hamlet” 

9.  A Duke,  Uncle  to  Richard  II  in 
“Richard  II” 

10.  Enemy  of  Capulet  in  “Romeo  and 
Juliet” 

11.  King  of  Fairies  in  “A  Midsummer 
Night’s  Dream” 

12.  Daughter  of  the  Banished  Duke  in 
“As  You  Like  It” 

13.  Prince  of  Wales  in  “King  Richard 

III” 

Answers  on  Page  19 


QUIZ  II 

Complete  the  titles  of  the  following 
novels.  Give  yourself  ten  points  for  each 
correct  answer. 


1.  Pride  and 


by  Jane  Austen 


2.  The  Cloister  and  

by  Charles  Reade 


3.  Dr.  Jekyll  and  

by  R.  L.  Stevenson 

4.  The  Prince  and  

by  Samuel  Clemens 


5.  Crime  and  

by  Fyodor  Dostoyevsky 


Fill  in  the  proper  numbers  in  the 
following  titles. 

6 Years  Before  the  Mast 

by  R.  H.  Dana 

7.  The  House  of  the  ....  Gables 

by  Nathaniel  Hawthorne 

8.  The  ....  Musketeers 

by  Alexandre  Dumas 

9.  A Tale  of  ....  Cities 

by  Charles  Dickens 

10.  The....  Horsemen  of  the  Apocalypse 
by  Vicente  Ibanez 
Answers  on  Page  19 


By  B.  S.  Nielsen,  ’54 


IT  IS  Christmas  Eve.  The  air  is  crisp 
and  cold.  Flurries  of  snow  decending 
to  the  ground  provide  an  appropriate 
backdrop  for  the  gay  Christmas  throngs, 
hurrying  hither  and  yon. 

However,  in  one  small,  modest,  white 
house,  overlooking  the  scene  of  revelry, 
none  of  the  joys  of  the  season  exist.  A 
man  sits  in  a chair,  with  his  head  bowed 
as  though  in  deep  meditation,  staring 
out  from  the  window,  his  unseeing  eyes 
damp  with  tears. 


Then  as  if  by  some  prearranged  sig- 
nal, he  rises  from  his  chair,  and  rev- 
erently turns  to  his  grief  stricken  wife. 
As  he  puts  his  large  gnarled  hand  on 
her  shoulder  in  a gesture  of  comfort  and 
sympathy,  they  walk  away  from  the 
window  and  proceed  to  a small  room; 
apparently,  judging  from  the  athletic 
trophies  adorning  the  walls  and  mantel, 
that  of  a boy. 

The  two  stand  in  the  doorway  of 
the  room,  hesitating,  as  though  they  are 
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entering  some  stranger’s  house.  After 
much  fumbling,  the  man  flicks  on  a 
light.  Both  stare  in  anguish  at  the  chair, 
the  desk,  the  book  shelves.  There,  over 
the  bed,  is  a diploma  from  the  local 


high  school;  on  the  bureau  is  a picture 
of  the  boy  when  he  was  ten;  on  a table 
beside  the  bed  is  the  boy’s  radio,  which 
his  father  had  given  to  him  on  his  thir- 
teenth birthday,  and,  still  unmoved 
from  its  place,  is  the  old  typewriter, 
the  loud  clicking  of  which  proved  to  be 
the  source  of  many  a family  joke.  But 
now  there  is  no  joy,  no  laughter. 

The  wife  begins  to  cry  softly,  then 
almost  hysterically.  Her  husband  leads 
her  from  the  room,  and  shuts  the  door 
softly  behind  them. 

Once  again  in  the  living  room,  the 
man,  a tear  tracing  its  way  down  his 
cheek,  goes  half  incredulously  to  the 
writing  desk  and  looks  at  the  small 
yellow  telegram  from  the  War  Depart- 
ment, dated  December  22,  1950:  It  is 
with  deep  regret.  . . . 


erzo 


By  Conrad  Geller,  ’51 


Joseph  was  a German  past  his  prime 
Who  went  conservatively  dressed 
And  scrupulously  guiltless  of  all  crime. 

* * * * 

Joseph  was  a Jew  without  a God; 

Refraining  from  all  kinds  of  sin, 

Since  all  the  sins  have  been  outlawed. 

* * * * 

Joseph  was  a man  without  a dream 
Who  wound  his  watch  at  ten  o’clock 
And  drank  his  coffee  without  cream  . . . 

* * * * 

So  sing  a song  of  save  your  breath 

Joseph  is  dead. 

(And  in  the  exigence  of  death  he  lost 
His  head. 

Screamed  and  swore  he  would  not  die, 

Toward  the  end  began  to  cry; 

Asked  his  God  the  reason  why 
He  had  to  go  so  soon.) 

DIC  NIHIL  NISI  BONUM  DE  MORTUIS. 
Joseph  is  dead. 
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Hrigaitor  (iptimtl  drnrgp  #>.  Pntttpg 

It  was  with  profound  sadness  that  we  learned  of  the  death  of 
Brigadier  General  George  S.  Penney  on  June  14,  1950.  He  had 
been  instructor  of  military  science  at  Latin  School  for  a period  of 
almost  thirty  years.  During  that  time  he  was  respected  and  admired 
as  an  outstanding  teacher  and  friend  by  many  thousands  of  stu- 
dents who  call  Latin  School  their  Alma  Mater.  His  influence  upon 
their  lives  was  incalculable.  Years  after  graduaton,  hundreds  re- 
turned to  him  for  advice  and  assistance,  which  was  always  given  in 
a spirit  of  friendship  and  sincerity.  With  his  passing  also  passes 
one  of  the  traditions  of  the  school;  that  of  going  back  to  the  school 
after  years  of  absence,  to  ask  the  “Colonel’s”  advice  and  to  enjoy 
his  warm  and  sympathetic  understanding.  In  the  school’s  files  are 
copies  of  hundreds  of  letters  of  recommendation  written  by  him  in 
behalf  of  “his  boys”. 

George  S.  Penney  had  a long  and  distinguished  military  career. 

He  enlisted  as  a private  in  Company  M.  8th  Regiment,  Infantry, 
Massachusetts  National  Guard,  on  October  15,  1897;  was  honorably 
discharged  to  accept  a commission  as  Second  Lieutenant,  June  13, 

1904;  was  promoted  to  First  Lieutenant,  June  1,  1908;  and  to 
Captain,  December  20,  1915.  He  served  in  Cuba  during  the 
Spanish-American  War;  at  the  Mexican  Border  in  1916;  and 
during  World  War  1,  he  served  with  the  famous  26th  Division.  He 
was  cited  for  meritorious  service  at  Bois  Haumont,  Battle  of  Verdun. 

With  the  reorganization  of  the  National  Guard,  he  was  commis- 
sioned Major,  101st  Infantry,  April  17,  1920.  In  1923  he  was 
promoted  to  Lieut.  Colonel;  on  March  11,  1930  he  was  commis- 
sioned Colonel  and  appointed  Chief  of  Staff,  M.N.G.  Upon  his 
retirement  from  the  Mass.  National  Guard,  he  was  promoted  to 
Brigadier  General. 

It  is  not  only  as  a teacher  and  soldier  that  we  shall  miss  George 
Penney,  but.  more  important,  we  shall  miss  him  as  a man.  Our 
memory  flashes  backward,  recreating  scenes  such  as  the  one  show- 
ing him  demonstrating  to  an  awkward  class  IV  boy  how  to  do  an 
about  face;  or  to  that  of  him  riding  a stately  white  horse  at  the 
head  of  the  annual  schoolboy  parade;  or  to  the  occasion  at  Fort 
Devens  when  he  asked  us  to  be  his  guests  at  the  prize  fights.  We 
were  proud  to  know  him,  as  he  was  glad  to  know  us.  His  memory, 
fondly  and  firmly  imprinted  in  the  hearts  of  all  alumni,  will  be 
cherished  as  long  as  there  is  a Boston  Latin  School. 
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To  bluff,  or  not  to  bluff : that  is  the  question: 

Whether  ’tis  nobler  in  the  mind  to  suffer 

The  displeasures  and  failures  of  unprepared  tests, 

Or  buy  a ticket  to  the  football  game, 

And  by  fraud  to  get  away.  To  worry 

No  more;  and  by  spending  a quarter,  say  we  end 

The  sweat  and  the  thousand  natural  shivers 

Tests  cause,  ’tis  a break  devoutly  to  be  thankful  for. 

To  do  no  lesson,  to  take  it  oh  so  easy, 

To  be  unprepared:  e’en  take  your  chance;  ay  there’s  the  rub; 
For  in  that  period  of  neglect  what  dole  may  come 
When  we  lay  down  our  books  must  give  us  pause: 

There  is  the  respect  that  makes  us  stick  to  our  job; 

For  who  would  work  all  hours  of  the  night 
And  translate  Virgil’s  Aeneid,  and  Ovid  too, 

Wrack  ’s  brains  with  Archimedes’  principle  and  others 
Which  must  in  Physics  and  in  Chemistry  class  be  learned, 
When  he  might  his  way  out  make  clandestine 
With  a measly  football  ticket?  Who’d  fardels  bear 
To  moan  and  sweat  under  weary  recitation. 

But  that  the  dread  of  w'hat  might  happen  if  it  rains, 

The  knowledge  that  the  game  might  not  be  held, 

Puzzles  the  will  and  makes  us  rather  do  the  tasks 
Than  run  the  danger  of  being  caught  unprepared? 

And  thus  the  wonderful  opportunity  of  ’scaping  unscathed 
Is  ruined  because  of  the  inconsistency  of  weather, 

And  a magnificent  chance  is  cast  far  off 
And  is  forgot  by  all  sincere  Latin  Boys. 

Soft  you  now!  The  fair  Mr.  McKim!  Sir,  in  thy  memory 
Be  all  this  poor  individual’s  thoughts  wiped  out. 


By  Bernard  Levine,  ’52 


A mighty  man-of-war  plowed  through  a vast  and  open  sea 
to  haunt  the  innocent  of  foreign  lands; 

But  up  from  the  ocean’s  belly  surged  a watery  peak 
that  felled  the  vessel  ’neath  a bubbling  slide. 

Across  the  once-victorious  waters  rolled  a screeching  wind, 
whose  wings  were  spread  like  an  iron  sceptre; 

And  it  creased  the  waters  into  waves  with  foaming  heads, 
that  bowed  in  homage  to  the  superior  force. 

Thus  did  the  lofty  monarch  exercise  his  tyranny — until  the  air 
was  stilled  and  he  faded  into  nothingness. 
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OL  rJdatln  Schoo  ( (fdoy  and  cJdatin  behoof 


Boston  Latin  School  is  reputed  to  be  one  of  the  leading  schools  in  the  country. 
Why?  It  isn’t  because  we  have  a good  looking  building  or  because  we  have  the  best 
available  teachers.  No;  it’s  because  we  have  the  most  conscientious  students  in  the 
city.  Few  boys  here  fail  to  do  their  homework;  few  cause  their  teachers  or  their 
school  trouble.  If  they  do,  they  don’t  stay  long.  Many  students  build  up  spectacular 
scholarship  records. 

But  that’s  not  all,  Latin  School  has  a good  football  team,  a respectable  track 
team,  and  an  excellent  hockey  team.  To  match  this  outstanding  record  in  sports, 
we  have  the  best  school  magazine  of  its  class  in  the  country,  a championship  chess 
team,  an  effective  debating  society,  and  many  worthwhile  clubs.  In  all  these  activities 
we  have  outstanding  guidance.  But  the  coach  of  a football  team  is  only  as  successful 
as  his  players  make  him.  A teacher  can  get  results  only  if  the  boys  listen  to  him  and 
do  the  assigned  work.  A club  director  can’t  make  his  club  “click”  if  he  hasn’t  the 
boys  to  do  it  with. 

If  in  the  next  few  years  nobody  goes  out  for  the  football  team,  writes  for  the 
Register,  joins  clubs,  we  might  have  the  best  school  in  the  country  academically,  but 
shall  we  have  pride  in  our  school?  No,  those  “L”  buttons  will  not  have  to  be  issued, 
for  the  boys  will  be  ashamed  to  wear  them.  The  magazine  to  which  we  now  point 
with  such  great  pride,  will  be  extinct.  Our  athletic  teams,  which  have  achieved  great 
success  in  the  past,  will  die. 

It  is  up  to  the  boys  now  in  Class  Six  and  the  boys  who  will  come  into  the  school 
in  the  future  to  uphold  not  only  our  great  reputation  in  scholarship,  but  to  take  an 
active  part  also  in  as  many  extracurricular  activities  as  possible. 


^Jlte  to  A 
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This  age  belongs  to  us,  the  young  men  and  women  of  our  time,  for  we  are  the 
ones  who  will  be  most  affected  by  changing  trends  in  government.  We  should, 
therefore,  take  an  active  interest  in  it,  but  too  often  we  do  not,  even  though  it  is 
particularly  ours. 

There  are  before  congress  many  bills  which  in  future  years  will  have  a bearing 
on  our  lives.  Yet,  such  words  as  Universal  Military  Training,  German  Re-construc- 
tion, or  Point  Four  are  just  names  to  many  of  us. 

In  Latin  School  we  have  several  excellent  clubs  for  those  that  are  interested 
in  world  affairs,  but  membership  in  these  is  not  sufficient  in  itself.  The  key  to  America 
is  in  her  newspapers;  yet  how  many  even  bother  to  read  a newspaper?  And  those  that 
do,  too  often  only  scan  the  headlines,  and  turn  to  the  funnies.  There  is  much  to  be 
learned  by  spending  an  hour  a day  on  the  newspapers,  perhaps  more  than  one  could 
accomplish  in  an  entire  high  school  course. 

Spend  that  one  hour.  It’s  worth  it. 
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Students  today  have  to  face  a very  perturbing  problem;  that  is,  that  of  homework 
versus  television.  I will  not  go  into  statistics  as  to  which  wins  out,  but  you  can 
guess  correctly  in  nine  out  of  ten  cases  by  saying  television.  I fully  realize  the 
seriousness  of  this  problem. 

In  days  gone  by,  when  radio  prevailed,  the  student  had  a fighting  chance.  He 
could  so  train  his  mind  that  he  simultaneously  listened  to  Sam  Spade  and  translated 
a passage  from  Cicero,  or  did  his  algebra  to  the  tune  of  the  latest  songs.  Now, 
however,  when  he  has  to  employ  both  his  auditory  and  visual  senses,  this  stunt  is 
practically  impossible. 

In  school,  television  is  no  problem;  and  the  conscientious  student  can  go  about 
his  lessons  with  an  undisturbed  mind.  No,  there  he  doesn’t  have  to  worry  about 
how  Cassidy  is  hopping  along  or  who’s  going  to  win  the  fight.  His  only  concerns 
are  whether  he’s  going  to  pass  the  five  tests  he  has  coming  up. 

The  bell  rings,  school  ends;  and  the  weary  student  trudges  home  for  a few  hours 
of  relaxation.  After  supper  it’s  back  to  the  old  grind  again:  Dusty  books  open  and 
pencils  begin  to  fly,  when  suddenly  in  the  middle  of  a perplexing  “original,”  a 
piercing  cry  shatters  the  silence.  It’s  “Howdy  Doody  Time”.  After  little  brother 
has  watched  “Howdy  Doody”,  Mother  mustn’t  miss  the  news;  Sister  has  to  see 
“Uncle  Milty”;  and  Father  will  not  retire  unless  he  has  seen  Mr.  America  make  a 
mess  of  Gorgeous  George.  By  this  time,  with  an  overwhelming  effort,  you’ve 
finished  your  perplexing  “original”,  but  how  long  can  this  torture  go  on? 

Is  the  student  rightfully  to  blame  if  he  succumbs  to  temptation?  No;  for  even 
with  the  prejudice  of  a B.L.S.  master,  can  the  fight  between  Caesar  and  Orgetorix 
be  compared  with  the  fight  between  Joe  Louis  and  Ezzard  Charles;  nor  can  Cicero 
adlib  so  successfully  as  Fred  Allen.  Surely  plunging  into  an  algebra  home  lesson  is 
not  half  so  interesting  as  the  neckline  of  a television  beauty:  nor  the  translation  of 
forty  lines  of  Vergil  as  a chorus  of  forty  girls.  In  simple  words,  it  is  a choice  between 
something  that  gives  pleasure  and  something  which  does  not. 

That  is  the  problem,  but  what  is  the  solution?  Can  the  student  find  peace  by 
taking  to  his  homework  in  the  middle  of  the  night,  like  a fugitive  in  the  dark;  or 
can  procedures  be  changed  so  that  schools  may  be  conducted  at  night?  But  this 
highly  inconvenient  arrangement  is  hardly  a solution.  The  obvious  answer:  No 
Homework! 


N, 
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It  is  usually  the  belief  of  each  American  that  he  lives  in  the  best  section  of  the 
United  States.  Actually  there  is  no  “best  section,”  for  every  part  of  our  country  is 
endowed  with  the  blessings  of  freedom  and  equality.  It  is  about  time  that  we  took 
a good  look  at  the  rights  and  privileges  that  we  enjoy  so  matter-of-factly.  These 
rights  and  privileges  are  not  to  be  had  everywhere. 

Every  person  in  this  great  land  has  the  right  to  do  those  many,  many,  “little” 
things  that  make  life  worth  living:  the  right  to  go  for  a walk  with  a friend:  to  buy 
a handkerchief  for  mother;  to  watch  a football  game  or  to  listen  to  a Beethoven 
Symphony  on  a Sunday  afternoon.  All  these  “little”  things,  that  are  so  important 
to  each  one  of  us,  are  enjoyed  in  every  corner  of  the  LTnited  States. 

On  the  way  home  from  school  on  Friday  afternoon  just  as  the  sun  was  setting, 
I passed  the  neighborhood  grammar  school;  the  custodian  was  just  lowering  the 
flag — the  flag  that  flies  over  and  protects  every  state,  city,  town,  village,  and  home 
in  every  section  of  America. 
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We  are  a country  of  many  nationalities,  many  races,  many  religions,  and  many 
sections;  but  we  are  all  bound  together  by  our  ideals  of  freedom  and  peace.  America 
is  a vast  community,  which  at  the  present  time  is  caught  in  the  fast-flowing  stream 
of  the  unpredictable  future;  and  every  individual  from  Maine  to  California  is 
watching  “with  bated  breath”  as  the  pendulum  of  the  world  swings  back  and  forth. 

Yes,  New  England  has  its  blinding  snowstorms,  California  has  its  smog  and 
heavy  dew,  and  Florida  has  its  hurricanes;  but  the  New  England  farmer,  the 
California  fruitgrower,  and  the  Florida  sunbather  are  all  fighting  together  to  make 
the  world  a better  place  in  which  to  live. 

Should  you  some  day  happen  to  see  “that”  statue,  situated  on  a certain  island 
in  New  York  Harbor,  read  it’s  inscription.  This  is  what  it  says:  “I  lift  my  lamp 
beside  the  golden  door.”  That  door  is  the  door  to  the  land  of  golden  liberty. 


SOLUTIONS  TO  QUIZZES  ON  PAGE  13 


QUIZ  I 


1. 

John 

8.  Rosencrantz 

2. 

Ophelia 

9.  York,  Duke 

3. 

Hecate 

10.  Montague 

4. 

Nestor 

1 1 . Oberon 

5. 

Banquo 

12.  Rosalind 

6. 

Antonio 

13.  Edward 

7. 

Ross 

Name  of  actor, 

John  Barrymore 

QUIZ  II 

1.  Pride  and  Prejudice 

2.  The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth 

3.  Dr.  Jekyll  and  Mr.  Hyde 

4.  The  Prince  and  the  Pauper 

5.  Crime  and  Punishment 

6.  Two  years  Before  the  Mast 

7.  The  House  of  the  Seven  Gables 

8.  The  Three  Musketeers 

9.  A Tale  of  Two  Cities 

10.  The  Four  Horsemen  of  the  Apo- 
calypse 


T’was  the  night  before  Christmas 
When  all  through  the  house 

Not  a creature  was  stirring,  not  even 
a Fox. 

The  Rosenthals  watched  o’er  the 
chimney  with  care 

In  hope  that  St.  Silver  soon  would  be 
there. 

Lupi  was  nestled  all  snug  in  his  bed 

While  visions  of  theorems  danced  in 
his  head. 

Then  Usseglio  with  kerchief  and 
Jefferson  with  cap 

Had  just  settled  down  for  a long 
winter’s  nap 

When  what  to  Balboni’s  wandering 
eyes  should  appear 

But  a miniature  Geller  and  eight  tiny 
Reindeer. 


With  a little  old  driver,  so  lively  and 
keen 

I knew  in  a moment  it  must  be 
Keenan. 

More  rapid  than  Dratch,  his  coursers 
they  came 

And  he  whistled  and  shouted  and 
called  them  by  name, 

Now  Baxter,  now  Gordet,  now  Simon, 
Wilkinson 

On  McCoy,  on  Anthes,  on  Thissell  and 
Anderson. 

And  then  in  a twinkling,  Wolkon 
heard  on  the  roof 

Gibbons  and  Burke,  on  each  little  hoof 

To  the  top  of  the  porch,  to  the  top  of 
the  wall 

Then  dash  away,  dash  away,  dash 
away  all. 
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C.  PAPPAS  JAMESON 

Teaches  Latin  in  229  . . . B.L.S.  ’37  . . . B.C. 
. . . M.Ed.  . . . ’42.  Also  studied  at  Harvard 
and  Teachers’  College.  At  B.C.,  baseball  letter- 
man  . . . president  of  Dramatic  Society  . . . 
Associate  Editor  of  Humanities.  Remarks:  “A 
‘mens  sana  in  corpore  sano’  is  rather  difficult 
these  days.” 


Simon 

LLOYD  A.  HECKINGER 

Teaches  science  and  health  in  room  323  . . . 
Advisor  to  Meteorology  Club  . . . Resides  in 
Jamaica  Plain  . . . Married  . . . No  children  . . . 
Graduate  Boston  Technical,  ’07  . . . M.I.T. 
(B.S.)  T3  . . . B.C.  (M.A.)  ’26  . . . taught  at 
Brighton  High  for  15  years  . . . Hobbies:  golf, 
politics  . . . Thinks  boys  use  their  advantages 
well  but  are  inclined  to  be  a bit  rash  . . . 
Advice:  “Be  more  refined.” 


Carp 


WILLIAM  JOSEPH  CRUSAFI 

Newest  addition  to  “Phys  Ed.  Staff  . . . 
teaches  Health  in  122  . . . Line  coach  for  foot- 
ball team  . . . Single  . . . Lives  in  Dorchester 
. . . Graduate  Revere  High  ’43  . . . B.U.  ’49 
(A.A.)  . . . Played  football,  baseball,  basketball 
in  High  School  and  football  in  college  . . . All- 
scholastic Revere  High  football  ’43  . . . Served 
in  Marine  Corps  ’43-’46  . . . Outside  interests: 
golf,  softball,  opera  . . . Advice  to  students: 
“Develop  yourselves  physically  as  well  as  men- 
tally for  all  around  perfection.” 


Simon 
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Latin  Ties  Roslindale,  6-6 

Schoolboy  Jamboree,  September  23,  1950 


Latin  School  fans  who  trekked  out 
to  White  Stadium  to  witness  what  was 
slated  to  be  “just  a tune-up”  for  their 
team  came  away  happy  that  it  was  just 
that,  but  by  no  means  overjoyed  as 
Roslindale  held  Latin  to  a 6-6  tie. 

When  “Rossie”  won  the  toss  and 
elected  to  kick,  “Buzz”  Barton,  acting 
captain  for  the  Purple,  decided  to  de- 
fend the  west  goal.  “Rossie’s”  kick-off 
sailed  into  the  end  zone,  and  Latin  put 
the  ball  into  play  on  their  20-yard  line. 
Hard  luck  struck  at  the  very  beginning, 
as  the  first  play  resulted  in  a fumble, 
immediately  recovered  by  the  Maroon 
and  Gold.  Latin  held,  however,  and 
“Zig”  Morrison  intercepted  at  Latin’s 
“15”  to  end  any  scoring  threat. 

The  Purple  then  proceeded  to  march 
eighty  yards,  only  to  have  Lady  Luck 
stop  the  advance  as  “Bob”  Rittenburg 
fumbled  on  the  6-yard  line.  “Rossie” 
did  not  enjoy  any  lengthy  possession  of 
the  pigskin,  however,  when  Latin  held 
and  took  possession  in  their  own  ter- 
ritory. 

From  this  point,  the  Latin  juggernaut 
started  to  click;  and,  with  “Jake” 


George  at  the  helm,  the  Purple  steadily 
ground  out  yardage  until  they  reached 
the  Maroon  four-yard  line.  From  there 
John  Kannegeiser  rammed  over  for  a 
TD.  The  try  for  the  extra  point  was 
missed. 

From  here  on  in,  there  was  nothing 
much  to  cheer  about,  except  the  good 
defensive  line  play,  which,  after  a slow 
start,  stiffened  up,  and  the  George-to- 
Rittenburg  passing  combination.  Late 
in  the  game,  “Rossie”  managed  to  crack 
the  line  for  their  only  score,  despite 
some  excellent  defensive  work  by 
“Herb”  Singer. 

DROPS  FROM  THE  SHOWERS 

“Mike”  Semans  enjoyed  a “busman’s 
holiday”  as  he  sat  in  the  stands  and 
watched  “Jake”  George  perform  the 
excellent  job  of  filling  his  brogans  . . . 
The  Purple  unfolded  a crackerjack  ball 
carrier  in  John  Kannegieser,  who  took 
full  advantage  of  gaping  holes  opened 
up  by  the  right  side  of  the  line  . . . Turn- 
ing to  the  spectators : as  usual,  the  main 
lack  was  that  of  school  spirit,  since  only 
a handful  of  boys  came  out  to  support 
the  team.  Let’s  get  “on  the  ball.” 
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Latin  Tramples  Trade  31-7 

September  30,  1950 


Boston  Latin,  undefeated  last  year 
and  defending  city  champions,  opened 
the  season  at  White  Stadium  by  defeat- 
ing Boston  Trade,  31-7. 

The  team,  showing  a hard-driving 
line  and  classy  backfield,  gave  B.L.S. 
fans  plenty  to  cheer  about  when  they 
scored  the  first  time  they  had  the  ball. 

Trade  kicked  to  Latin,  and  with 
“Mike”  Semans  at  the  helm,  the  Purple 
and  White  roared  down  the  field.  A 
pass  to  “Tom”  Bethoney  and  a run  by 
Jake  George  brought  the  ball  to  the 
Trade  “20”.  On  the  next  play,  Semans 
hit  “Bob”  Rittenburg  with  a 20-yard 
pass  for  the  touchdown.  Latin  failed  to 
convert  and  led  6-0. 

After  a short  exchange  of  downs, 
Latin  again  drove  through  the  Trade 
team. 

Twelve  yards  by  Arena,  fifteen  more 
by  Rittenburg,  plus  a 15-yard  penalty, 
brought  Latin  sixteen  yards  from  pay 
dirt.  A pass  to  Crognale,  who,  after 
being  hit,  spun  away  from  three  would- 
be  tacklers,  chalked  up  six  more  points. 
The  conversion  attempt  was  low,  but 
the  feeling  in  the  Latin  stands  was  high. 

The  next  few  plays  found  Latin  on 
the  defensive  as  the  first  quarter  ended. 
The  Trade  drive  was  halted,  however, 
on  our  own  “20,”  when  Singer  recovered 
a fumble.  Then,  with  Semans  mixing 
up  the  plays  masterfully,  the  team  sys- 
tematically drove  down  the  field  to 
score  again.  With  “Jake”  George  and 
“Charlie”  Arena  sharing  the  running 
honors,  combined  with  passes  to  Crog- 
nale and  Rittenburg,  the  long  drive  was 
climaxed  as  Arena  went  through  the 
line  to  score.  This  time  we  converted, 
and  the  half  ended  with  Latin  leading, 
19-0. 


The  second  half  started  in  reverse 
fashion  as  Trade  scored  on  their  first 
set  of  downs  and  converted  for  the 
extra  point,  but  Latin  came  right  back. 
The  combination  of  George  and  Arena 
once  again  brought  the  Purple  and 
White  inside  the  Trade  “10”;  and 
“Tom”  Bethoney,  making  a terrific 
catch  while  falling  on  his  face,  added 
six  more  points.  The  attempt  for  the 
extra  point  was  blocked,  but  there  was 
no  stopping  the  Latin  team  now.  Re- 
covering a fumble,  they  raced  to  the 
Trade  “15”  but  missed  a chance  to 
score  as  Trade  in  turn  recovered  a Latin 
fumble. 

At  the  beginning  of  the  last  quarter, 
Latin  tallied  for  the  last  time,  as  a pass 
to  Rittenburg  and  a 29-yard  run  by 
Arena  brought  the  total  to  thirty-one 
points. 

“Jake”  George  played  a great  game 
at  fullback.  He  had  one  touchdown 
called  back  but  still  got  the  longest  run 
of  the  game,  75  yards.  “Charlie”  Arena 
scored  twice  and  combined  with  George 
to  lead  the  Latin  running  attack. 

Credits  go  to  “Tom”  Bethoney,  for 
his  all-around  play;  “Fred”  Boussy,  for 
his  great  defensive  work;  and  the  whole 
Latin  line,  who  were  immoveable  on 
the  defense  and  irresistible  on  the  of- 
fense. 

LINEUP — Crognale,  le;  Recko,  It;  Zey- 
toonjian,  lg;  Morrison,  c;  Barton  rg; 
Recko,  rt;  Bethoney,  re;  Semans  qb; 
Rittenburg,  lhb;  Arena,  rhb;  George,  fb. 

ALTERNATES — Ends,  Meland,  Polu- 
chuck;  Tackles,  Manazir,  Circeo,  Shaps, 
Doherty;  Centers,  Boussy,  Walsh;  Backs, 
Allen,  Stands,  Fitzgerald,  Glick,  Quin- 
lan, Singer,  Aghjayian. 


LPRRJS, 


3oi  cenTRE  ST.//jflmnitflPLBin30.  moss. 


Vere  Fes+i  Dies  Apud 
Sollemnia  Christi  Nativitatis 
Et  Laeta  In  Novum  Annum 
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Purple  Squeezes  By,  26-25 

October  6,  1950 


Simon 


In  a contest  fairly  seething  with  ex- 
citement, the  Purple  and  White  gridders 
snatched  a game  out  from  under  the 
very  noses  of  “the  Team  to  beat  in  ’50,” 
Boston  Technical. 

Tech  defending  the  North  goal, 
kicked  off ; and,  after  a short  exchange, 
“Choo  Choo  Charley”  Arena  climaxed 
a 75-yard  march  on  the  ground  by 
streaking  outside  tackle  for  a 34-yard 
TD.  This  was  the  preview  of  the  entire 
game’s  pattern;  as  “Mike”  Semans, 
with  the  throttle  of  the  huge  Latin 
scoring  machine  to  the  floor,  was  con- 
tent to  “let  Charley  do  it.”  The  at- 
tempted conversion  went  awry,  and 
Latin  went  into  the  lead,  6-0.  The 
Tech  boys  roared  back  late  in  the  in- 
itial period,  however,  to  knot  the  score 
at  “six-all”. 

The  second  quarter  saw  “Mike”  Se- 
mans chuck  his  first  complete  pass  of 
the  day  to  “Tom”  Bethoney  for  28 
yards;  but,  for  most  part,  it  was  all 
Tech,  as  the  Engineers  rode  on  the 
strong  and  accurate  flipper  of  “Hero” 
Jones  to  two  more  six-pointers.  Again, 
as  before,  both  extra  points  were  missed. 
The  Purple  bounded  back,  however, 
as  “Charley”  Arena  was  again  shaken 
loose  for  30  yards  and  his  second  touch- 


down of  the  day.  Arena  also  scored  the 
extra  point,  and  the  score  at  the  half 
read  18-13  for  the  Artisans. 

Latin  booted  off  to  start  the  third 
quarter  and  immediately  proceeded  to 
turn  a Tech  fumble  into  a subsequent 
TD  as  the  ubiquitous  Mr.  Arena  topped 
a goalward  march  with  another  canter 
into  the  Technical  end-zone.  The  extra 
point  was  missed,  and  the  score  read 
19-18.  Hardly  had  this  reporter  settled 
in  his  seat  than  Tech  tallied  to  make 
the  score  25-19  as  the  third  stanza 
ended. 

With  a crowd  of  three  thousand 
screaming  itself  hoarse,  the  Purple  went 
to  work  on  the  Tech  line  and  stalled 
their  offensive.  The  hitherto  impregna- 
ble protective  pocket  of  the  Artisan 
Aerialist  “Herb”  Jones,  crumbled  as 
the  inspired  Latin  forward  wall  time 
and  again  charged  low  and  viciously. 
When  the  ball  came  into  Latin  hands, 
“Mike”  gave  it  to  his  ace-in-the-hole. 
The  obliging  Choo  Choo  Express  really 
weighed  anchor  this  time  and  steamed 
for  48  years  to  the  goal  and  glory. 
“Mike”  Semans,  with  2 for  11,  com- 
pleted what  was  undoubtedly  the  most 
important  pass  of  the  day,  a short  chuck 
over  the  line  to  Tom  Bethoney  for  the 
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extra  point,  and  the  Purple  led  26-25. 
Tech  fought  back  furiously,  but  the 
Latin  defense  stiffened  and  stopped  the 
Engineers  cold  at  the  five-yard  line 
“Mike”  wisely  ate  up  the  next  few  sec- 
onds by  sending  his  backs  into  the  line, 
and  the  game  ended  with  Latin  in  pos- 
session of  the  ball,  the  heavy  end  of  the 
score,  and  its  fifteenth  straight  triumph. 
LINEUP — Crognale,  le;  Recko,  It;  Zey- 
toonjian,  lg;  Morrison,  c;  Barton,  rg; 
Rosenthal,  rt;  Kangas,  re;  Semans,  qb; 
Arena,  lhb;  Rittenburg,  rhb;  Kan- 
negieser,  fb. 

ALTERNATES  — Ends,  Bethoney; 
tackle,  Shaps;  guards,  Molloy,  Mon- 
crief,  Casey;  centre,  Boussy;  backs,  Fitz- 
gerald, Aghjayian,  White,  Quinlan. 

DROPS  FROM  THE  SHOWERS 
A delirium  of  joy  reigned  over  the 
Latin  bench  as  the  usually  imperturb- 
able “Mr.  Fitz”  raced  out  to  congratu- 
late his  boys  . . . Although  the  game  was 
a winner  from  the  Latin  point  of  view, 


Latin  Upset  By  B 

October  12 

Boston  Latin  suffered  its  first  defeat 
in  15  starts  as  B.C.  High  defeated  them 
30-19.  Latin  dropping  behind  from  the 
start,  tried  desperately  to  fight  back, 
but  the  gap  was  too  great,  the  breaks 
seemed  to  go  against  the  Purple  and 
White. 

B.C.  kicked  to  Latin;  recovered  a 
fumble  on  Latin’s  27,  and  scored.  They 
failed  to  convert,  and  led  6-0. 

Latin  fought  back,  only  to  have  a TD 
nullified  by  an  offside  penalty,  and  B.C. 
taking  over,  again  went  all  the  way. 

The  kick  was  not  good,  score,  12-0. 

After  a short  exchange  of  downs,  the 
B.C.  High  team,  sensing  an  upset, 
again  clicked,  failed  to  convert,  and  put 
Latin  in  the  short  end  of  an  18-0  score. 

On  the  next  series  of  downs,  after 
George  had  brought  the  ball  to  the  20- 
yard  line,  “Charlie”  Arena  went  80 
yards  to  score  Latin’s  first  tally.  The 
conversion  attempt  was  not  good. 
Things  looked  bad  with  Latin  trailing 
18-6  at  the  end  of  the  quarter.  B.C. 
opened  the  second  quarter  by  passing 


we  also  suffered  serious  losses  as  “Jack” 
Molloy,  “Jim”  Moncrief,  “Jack”  Crog- 
nale, and  “Buzzer”  Barton  sustained 
severe  injuries  ...  A complete  squad 
could  be  picked  out  of  the  stands  as 
former  Latin  gridders  “Buzz”  Barton, 
“Doc”  Lynch,  “Jack”  MacNamara, 
“Tom”  Kent,  “Joe”  Doherty,  et  al, 
whooped  it  up  in  the  stands  . . . An- 
other unexpected  visitor  was  former 
line  coach  “Ed”  Lambert,  now  in  Navy 
blue,  who  donned  his  “civvies”  and  re- 
ceived the  dubious  cheers  of  many  form- 
er Phys.  Ed.  laborers.  Now  his  calis- 
thenics are  really  appreciated,  because 
a certain  center  told  your  reporter  that 
the  only  way  Latin  could  show  up  for 
their  games  was  to  have  “Mr.  Fitz” 
stop  a certain  line  coach  from  giving  the 
squad  “cal”  on  a round-the-clock  basis 
. . . Praise  to  the  line  and  Charley 
Arena;  the  line,  for  opening  the  hole; 
Charley,  for  skooting  through.  A great 
exhibition  of  teamwork  plus  scoring 
punch! 


.C.  High,  30-19 

, 1950 

for  a TD,  but  failed  once  more  to  con- 
vert. 

Once  again,  “Charlie”  Arena  broke 
loose  and  went  54  yards  to  keep  the 
Latin  hopes  alive.  The  conversion  was 
not  good,  and  B.C.  led  24-12. 

The  game  see-sawed  back  and  forth, 
with  Latin  trying  everything  to  get 
back  into  the  game,  but  a stubborn 
B.C.  High  team  held  on  and  the  half 
ended  24-12  in  favor  of  B.C. 

The  second  half  followed  the  pattern 
of  the  first;  with  B.C.  scoring  once  more 
and  Latin  being  able  only  to  click  once 
more  on  a quarterback  sneak  by  Se- 
mans. Arena  converted,  but,  try  as  they 
would,  Latin  couldn’t  score  and  went 
down  30-19  in  a hard  fought  game. 

DROPS  FROM  THE  SHOWERS 

Great  jobs  in  a losing  cause  were 
turned  in  by  Recko,  Shaps,  Bethoney, 
and  Morrison.  Arena  scored  twice  to 
bring  his  season’s  total  to  eight  touch- 
downs. 
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The  team  was  pretty  much  disgusted 
with  their  showing  and  had  rather 
sagged  defensively  in  some  spots. 
LINEUP — Backs,  Semans,  Fitzgerald, 
Kannegeiser,  George,  Arena,  Ritten- 


burg, Quinlan,  Aghjayian,  Pasco,  Katz. 
Centers,  Morrison,  Boussy,  Walsh. 
Guards,  Zeytoonjian,  Ricci,  Morefield. 
Tackles,  Recko,  Rosenthal,  Shaps.  Ends, 
Meland,  Grognale,  Bethoney,  Kangas. 


Latin  Whips  Commerce,  20-7 

October  18,  1950 


Boston  Latin  broke  back  into  the 
winning  column  by  beating  Commerce 
20-7.  A fast-breaking  Latin  team  scored 
quickly,  held  the  fort  throughout,  and 
ended  victorious. 

Latin  kicked  off  and  soon  took  over 
on  downs.  Then,  with  Kannegieser  and 
Arena  alternately  running  the  ball,  they 
reached  the  three-yard  line,  and  “Mike” 
Semans  hit  Crognale  with  a bullet  pass 
for  the  score.  “Fred”  Boussy  kicked  the 
extra  point,  and  Latin  led  7-0. 

After  a short  exchange  of  kicks,  Latin 
once  again  drove  down  the  field.  A gain 
of  1 1 -yards  by  Arena  was  nullified  when 
Latin  was  penalized  20-yards  on  two 
successive  plays;  but  Semans  once  again 
connected  for  a touchdown  with  a 35- 
yard  pass  to  “Bob”  Rittenburg.  The 
kick  by  Boussy  was  again  good  and 
Latin  led  at  the  end  of  the  quarter, 
14-0. 

The  second  and  third  quarters  see- 
sawed back  and  forth,  with  both  teams 
running  the  ball  for  great  lengths  of 
time;  but  neither  was  able  to  score.  In 
the  fourth  quarter,  after  Kannegieser 
had  intercepted  a pass,  “Jake”  George, 


breaking  away  from  two  tacklers,  went 
forty-seven  yards  for  a touchdown.  The 
conversion  attempt  was  not  good.  Com- 
merce then  scored  and  converted,  wind- 
ing up  the  game  with  the  Purple  and 
White  on  top,  20-7. 

LINELTP — Backs,  Semans,  Fitzgerald, 
Rittenburg,  Arena,  Allen,  Quinlan, 
Kannegieser,  George.  Ends,  Crognale, 
Bethoney,  Kangas.  Guards,  Barton, 
Zeytoonjian.  Tackles,  Recko,  Rosenthal, 
Shaps.  Centers,  Morrison,  Boussy, 
Walsh. 

DROPS  FROM  THE  SHOWERS 
“Buzz”  Barton  was  back  and  bolst- 
ered the  line  play  greatly  . . . The  long- 
est run  of  the  day  went  to  “Jake” 
George  on  his  47-yard  sprint  for  a TD. 
Great  defensive  jobs  were  turned  in  by 
Morrison,  Bethoney,  Rosenthal,  and 
Barton,  all  of  whom  played  sixty  min- 
utes, and  by  the  backfielders.  Kan- 
negieser, Quinlan,  Walsh  . . . “Fred” 
Boussy  converted  twice  and  kicked  off 
such  lengthy  boots  that  he  will  prob- 
ably take  over  the  future  kicking  as- 
sigments. 


Latin  Romps  Over  Memorial,  27-14 

October  28,  1950 


Boston  Latin,  displaying  a varied 
passing  and  running  attack  and  a surg- 
ing line,  easily  defeated  Roxbury  Mem- 
orial 27-14  at  “White  Stadium”  Oct. 
28,  1950. 

Memorial  kicked  off,  took  over  on 
downs,  and  then  punted  to  Latin’s  five 
yard  line.  Two  short  runs  by  “Jake” 
George  and  “Charlie”  Arena  and  a 35 
yard  gallop  by  “Bob”  Rittenburg  put 
Latin  in  Memorial’s  territory  on  the 
forty  yard  line.  Two  carries  by  Arena 


and  a pass  to  Bethoney  brought  the 
ball  to  the  six.  Arena  then  brought  it 
to  the  one,  and  “Jake”  George  plunged 
over  for  the  score  climaxing  the  95 
yard  drive.  The  kick  was  not  good,  and 
Latin  led  6-0. 

At  the  start  of  the  second  quarter, 
Don  White  took  the  ball  and  went  45 
yards  for  the  score.  The  conversion  at- 
tempt again  failed  and  the  score  then 
was  12-0.  Latin  tallied  once  more  late 
in  the  first  half,  when  “Mike”  Semans 
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hit  "Bob”  Rittenburg  with  a 75-yard 
pass.  The  kick  again  was  not  good  and 
Memorial  then,  trying  eight  passes, 
finally  connected  and  converted,  ending 
the  half  with  Latin  leading  18-7. 

The  second  half  saw  the  Latin  line 
dominating  the  play.  On  the  first  set 
of  downs,  “Ziggy”  Morrison  broke 
through  and  blocked  a punt  in  the 
Memorial  end  zone  for  a safety.  On 
the  next  to  last  series  of  downs,  he  again 
broke  through  and  blocked  a punt 
which  “Eddie”  Rosenthal  fell  on  for 
the  score.  The  conversion  attempt  was 
successful  this  time  and  seven  more 
points  were  now  added,  making  the 
score,  27-7. 

In  the  last  quarter  Memorial  again 
took  to  the  air  and  scored,  converting 
again,  and  ending  the  game  with  the 
Purple  and  White  on  top  27-14. 

DROPS  FROM  THE  SHOWERS 

Latin  had  two  touchdowns  nullified 
by  penalties:  One  a run  by  Rittenburg, 
the  other  a pass  to  George. 


Don  White,  playing  for  the  first  time 
this  year,  was  great  both  offensively 
and  defensively.  The  longest  run  of  the 
game  was  credited  to  him  on  his  45- 
yard  TD  sprint. 

“Ziggy”  Morrison,  blocking  two 
punts,  and  “Tom”  Bethoney  led  the 
line  play,  which  was  tremendous. 

Both  “Eddie”  Rosenthal  and  “Don” 
White  suffered  cleat  injuries. 

Coach  Fitzgerald  used  practically  his 
whole  team,  since  the  squad  was  rid- 
dled with  injuries  received  in  previous 
practices. 

LINEUP — Semans,  qb;  Rittenburg, 
Arena,  hb;  Morrison,  c;  Barton,  Zey- 
toonjian,  g;  Recko,  Rosenthal,  t;  Beth- 
oney, Kangas,  e: 

ALTERNATES — Backs,  Allen,  George, 
Quinlan,  Singer,  Kannegieser,  Dickey. 
Guards,  Ricci,  Simckes.  Tackles,  Mon- 
crief,  Shaps,  Doherty,  Circeo.  Ends, 
Meland,  Crognale.  Center,  Donahue. 


Latin  Loses  To  Dorchester,  6-0 

November  10,  1950 


Lady  Luck  and  Mr.  Fumbles  both 
overtook  Boston  Latin  in  the  Latin- 
Dorchester  game,  resulting  in  their 
coming  out  on  the  short  end  of  a six 
to  nothing  score. 

Latin  kicked  to  Dorchester,  and  then 
both  teams  settled  down,  each  thwart- 
ing the  other’s  every  attempt  to  score. 
The  game  rocked  back  and  forth,  with 
both  sides  fumbling  frequently.  In  the 
middle  of  the  second  quarter  Dor- 
chester connected  on  a freak  pass  play 
to  go  ahead  6-0.  “Wally”  Kangas  ac- 
tually blocked  this  pass,  but  the  ball 
bounced  behind  him  into  the  hands 
of  a Dorchester  player  who  tripped  and 
fell  into  the  end  zone. 

The  second  half  was  full  of  disap- 
pointment for  the  Latin  fans.  With 
Thomas  at  quarterback,  the  Purple  and 
White  tried  desperately  to  tie  up  the 
game,  only  to  fumble  the  ball  away. 
Twice  Latin  was  inside  the  Dorchester 


“twenty,”  but  the  ball  slipped  away 
and  the  game  went  with  it. 

DROPS  FROM  THE  SHOWERS 

There  was  a total  of  fourteen  fumbles 
in  the  game,  eight  being  credited  to 
Latin. 

Several  times  Latin  missed  first 
downs  by  inches  and  once  two  players 
trapped  the  Dorchester  kicker  on  his 
own  one-yard  line  but  missed  him.  A 
good  game  was  turned  in  by  “Dick” 
Shaps,  who  filled  in  at  center  for  Mor- 
rison. Rittenburg,  White,  and  Thomas 
also  turned  in  good  jobs  to  a losing 
cause. 

LINEUP — Backs,  George  Compag- 
none,  Arena,  White,  Thomas,  Allen, 
Singer,  Kannegieser,  Dickey,  Quinlan 
Tackles,  Rosenthal,  Recko.  Guards, 
Barton,  Zeytoonjian.  Centers,  Shaps, 
Donovan.  Ends,  Kangas,  Crognale, 
Bethoney. 
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Brighton  Edges  Latin,  14-12 

November  15,  1950 


Boston  Latin  was  edged  out  in  a 
hard  fought  game  with  Brighton  on 
November  15,  and  with  this  defeat  lost 
all  chance  of  retaining  the  title  of  city 
champions. 

Latin  kicked  off,  and,  taking  over 
on  downs,  controlled  the  ball  for  most 
of  the  first  quarter.  Two  long  runs,  one 
by  Kannegeiser,  37  yards,  and  one  by 
Rittenburg,  40  yards,  were  in  vain,  for 
the  Brighton  team  held  and  took  over. 

In  the  second  quarter,  Latin  twice 
drove  to  within  the  Brighton  five  yard 
line  and  finally,  after  Kannegieser  had 
plunged  three  times,  bringing  the  ball 
to  the  “one,”  “Mike”  Semans  went  over 
on  a quarterback  sneak.  The  kick  for 
the  extra  point  was  partially  blocked 
and  Latin  led  6-0. 

Receiving  the  kick  in  the  latter  part 
of  the  period,  Brighton  began  a passing 
attack  which  finally  paid  off  in  a TD. 
An  end-run  then  converted,  ending 
the  half  with  Brighton  leading  7-6. 

After  Brighton  kicked-off  in  the  sec- 
ond half,  each  team  vainly  tried  to 
penetrate  each  other’s  territory. 

At  the  beginning  of  the  last  quarter, 
Brighton  intercepted  a short  pass  and 
went  all  the  way  to  score.  Again  an 
end-run  converted,  and  Latin  was  be- 
hind 14-6. 

The  Purple  and  White  then  drove 
back  hard,  with  Semans  hitting  “Bob” 
Rittenburg  with  a beautiful  pass  for  the 
score.  The  try  for  the  extra  point  was 


not  good,  and  the  score  now  was  14-12 
in  favor  of  Brighton. 

Latin  then  tried  hard  to  get  posses- 
sion of  the  ball,  but  Brighton  hung  on 
stubbornly  in  the  remaining  minutes 
of  play  and  won  14-12. 

DROPS  FROM  THE  SHOWER 

“ Jack”  Kannegeiser,  who  played  a 
terrific  game,  suffered  a double  com- 
pound fracture  of  the  leg.  Latin  will 
surely  miss  his  inspired  play  in  the 
Latin-English  finale. 

“Bob”  Rittenburg  and  “Charlie” 
Arena  played  good  games  offensively, 
and  among  the  linemen,  Recko  and 
Bethoney  stood  out  for  their  stellar 
performances. 

The  game  saw  the  air  filled  with 
leather,  and  there  were  several  inter- 
ceptions on  both  sides. 

Longest  runs  were  turned  in  by 
Kannegeiser  and  Rittenburg,  and  the 
Semans  to  Rittenburg  TD  pass  car- 
ried a total  of  seventy  yards. 

LINEUP — Bethoney  re;  Rosenthal,  rt; 
Barton,  rg;  Shaps,  c;  Recko,  lg;  Zey- 
toonjian,  It;  Crognale,  le;  Semans,  qb; 
Rittenburg,  rhb;  George,  fb;  Arena, 
lhb. 

ALTERNATES — Backs,  Compagnone, 
Allen,  D.  White,  Thomas,  Simches, 
Quinlan,  Singer,  Kannegeiser.  Center; 
Boussy.  Ends,  Kangas,  Donahue. 


Latin  Bows  To  English,  41-30 

November  23,  1950 


A gallant,  but  luckless,  Purple-and- 
White  squad  lost  a hard-fought  game 
in  their  annual  Turkey-Day  classic.  The 
opening  minutes  of  the  game  estab- 
lished the  pattern  which  the  game  fol- 
lowed. 

Latin  kicked  off,  and  English  ran  the 
ball  all  the  way  for  a touchdown,  only 
to  have  it  recalled.  Taking  the  ball  on 
their  own  forty-five,  English  roared 


down  to  our  five  yard  line.  The  Latin 
line  held  on  the  next  three  downs;  but 
the  English  quarterback  fell  upon  his 
own  team’s  fourth-down  fumble  in  the 
end  zone  to  score.  “Wally”  Kangas 
blocked  the  conversion  attempt,  and 
Latin  was  down  six  points. 

After  English  kicked  to  us,  “Mike” 
Semans,  trying  to  pass,  was  trapped 
in  the  end  zone  for  a safety. 
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Again  English  took  the  kick-off,  and 
scored  on  a forty-five  yard  run.  The 
conversion  try  failed  again,  and  Latin 
was  losing  14-0. 

In  the  second  quarter,  Latin  com- 
pletely dominated  the  play.  “Jake” 
George  climaxed  an  eighty  yard  drive, 
high-lighted  by  the  running  of  Arena 
and  his  own  swivel-hipped  tactics,  by 
bucking  over  for  a T.D.  Boussy’s  kick 
was  off  the  mark,  and  the  score  was 
14-6.  Latin  roared  back  once  more  on 
a magnificent  touchdown  pass  from 
Semans  to  Rittenburg.  The  conversion 
attempt  was  again  no  good,  and  Latin 
was  behind  12-14. 

The  second  half  was  wide  open,  with 
both  teams  scoring  several  times.  Eng- 
lish scored  four  more  times  and  con- 
verted three  of  those  times  to  amass  a 
total  of  41  points.  Latin,  trying  desper- 
ately to  come  back,  scored  three  times 
themselves.  “Bob”  Rittenburg  scored 
the  first  of  these  by  catching  a forty 
yard  T.D.  heave.  He  set  up  the  next  by 
running  a pass  to  the  English  one  yard 
line,  from  where  “Jake”  George  crashed 
over  for  a tally.  “Jake”  again  scored, 
this  time  on  a delayed  buck.  Unfortun- 
ately, none  of  Latin’s  conversion  at- 
tempts split  the  uprights. 

When  the  smoke  of  the  battle  had 
cleared  away,  English  had  won  41-30. 


Murray 

DROPS  FROM  THE  SHOWERS 

The  game  was  hard  fought  on  both 
sides,  with  the  players  covered  with 
mud  as  they  left  the  field. 

“Bob”  Rittenburg  played  a great 
game,  both  offensively  and  defensively, 
making  several  remarkable  catches  and 
some  “loud”  tackles. 

“Jake”  George,  who  scored  three 
times,  turned  in  an  excellent  running 
job. 

Among  the  linemen,  “Tom”  Beth- 
oney,  “Eddie”  Rosenthal,  and  “Wally” 
Kangas  stood  our  for  their  stellar  per- 
formances. 

Congratulations  are  in  order  for 
“Charlie”  Arena,  “Buzz”  Barton,  and 
“Mike”  Semans,  who  were  selected  for 
the  Boston  All-Stars. 

LINELTPS — re,  Crognale;  rt,  Zeytoon- 
jian,  rg;  Recko;  c,  Shaps;  lg,  Barton; 
It,  Rosenthal;  le,  Bethoney  (Capt.)  ; 
qb,  Semans;  fb,  George;  rhb,  Ritten- 
burg; lhb,  Arena. 

ALTERNATES — Ends,  Kangas,  Me- 
land,  Morefield,  Donahue,  Simches. 
Tackles,  Moncreif,  Circeo,  Hailer,  Poli- 
chuck,  Doherty.  Guards,  R.  White, 
Molloy,  Ricci,  Casey,  Basile,  Centers, 
Boussy,  Walsh,  Morrison.  Backs,  Fitz- 
gerald, Thomas,  Compagnone,  Allen, 
Singer,  Aghjayan,  D.  White,  O’Donnell, 
Quinlan,  Scigliano,  Dickey. 
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Hampered  by  schedule  difficulties, 
the  Purple  and  White  soccer  team  has 
played  only  three  games  this  year. 

This  has  been  the  second  year  of 
operation  for  the  soccer  team,  and  al- 
though it  hasn’t  been  very  successful 
from  a victory  viewpoint,  it  seems  to 
have  firmly  embedded  the  sport  in  our 
athletic  curriculum. 

The  team,  led  by  coach  Thomas  and 
co-captains  Miller  and  Tattelbaum,  lost 
its  first  two  games  to  Medford  4-2,  and 


3-1.  They  bounded  back,  however,  to 
whip  Watertown  4-0. 

High  scorer  for  the  team  was  Stallo, 
with  four  goals.  Kagan  was  second  with 
two,  and  Tattelbaum  third  with  one. 

The  following  boys  participated  in 
the  games: 

Stallo,  Kagan,  Tattelbaum,  Whelan, 
Garlartes,  Vitans,  Auerbach,  Berger, 
Lane,  Querido,  Miller,  Joseph,  Korf, 
Wallace,  Lovftz,  McLean,  Simches, 
mgr. 


Count, 


!/ 


The  second  year  of  cross  country  in 
Boston  saw  the  arrival  of  a greatly 
improved  Latin  School  team.  Led  by 
its  captain,  Carl  Seils,  and  aided  by  new 
strength  from  the  lower  classes,  Latin 
proved  itself  a potent  contender 
throughout  the  season. 

We  easily  defeated  Dorchester  in  our 
first  meet,  but  bowed  to  a Trade  team 
which  was  destined  to  go  through  the 
schedule  unbeaten.  English  was  edged 
out  by  Trade  in  the  second  meet;  Latin 
was  third,  and  Tech,  fourth.  George 
King  of  English  was  the  individual 
winner,  but  a balanced  team  again 
carried  Trade  to  victory. 

There  was  a good  field  of  competi- 
tion in  the  Reggies,  with  King  smash- 
ing the  record  as  he  nosed  out  Dick 
Fein  of  Roslindale  at  the  finish.  Latin, 
handicapped  by  ineligibility  and  Joe 
Kirk’s  sprained  ankle,  fought  desper- 
ately to  finish  fourth.  The  point  scorers, 
in  order,  were:  Seils,  Taylor,  Bradley, 
“Jack”  Kirk,  and  McGuire. 

One  week  later,  amidst  rain  and  mud, 
the  Boston  schools  celebrated  a tre- 
mendous triumph  in  the  state  meet. 


Trade,  now  Reggie  champion  and  later 
to  win  the  New  England  meet  in 
Maine,  romped  into  first  place,  with 
English  taking  second.  George  King, 
the  winner  and  other  Boston  boys  took 
the  top  place.  The  Latin  School  “mud- 
ders”  made  a respectable  showing,  the 
first  six  finishing  fairly  well  up  in  the 
pack.  The  order  was  the  same  as  in 
the  Reggies,  except  that  Joe  Kirk  re- 
placed Taylor  as  number  two  man. 

Besides  those  mentioned,  stalwarts 
among  the  thirty-odd  boys  on  the  team 
included  Bross,  Testor,  and  Portlock. 
Seils  finished  first  in  every  meet. 

While  the  varsity  was  running  the 
regular  2/s  miles,  the  JV  had  a short- 
ened 1 /i  mile  course.  The  showing  of 
the  material  on  this  team,  combined 
with  that  of  the  lower  class  boys  on  the 
varsity,  promises  a bright  outlook  for 
the  next  few  years. 

Congratulations  and  thanks  to  the 
coaches:  Messrs.  Carey,  Ronan,  and 
Meager,  and  also  many  thanks  to  senior 
manager  Eddie  Kupperstein,  who  did 
a fine  job  supervising  the  Latin  School 
team. 
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By  Conrad  Geller,  ’51 


Reports  about  William  F.  Reynolds, 
’46.  bring  to  light  a rather  remarkable 
scholastic  record.  He  was  graduated 
summa  cum  laude  from  the  College  of 
the  Holy  Cross  in  ’50,  where  he  received 
the  highest  honors  in  the  General  Math- 
ematics examination,  and  won  scholar- 
ships offered  by  the  John  E.  Wickham 
Memorial  and  the  Society  of  Actuaries. 
“Bill”  is  at  present  studying  for  his  mas- 
ter’s degree  at  the  Harvard  Graduate 
School  of  Arts  and  Sciences. 

* * * * 

Robert  Alexander  Kagan,  ’42,  is  one 
of  the  fourteen  graduates  of  Harvard 
University  from  this  state  who  were 
given  Fulbright  Awards  for  foreign 
study  last  year.  He  plans  to  devote  the 
year  to  the  study  of  legal  history  at  the 
University  of  Cambridge,  England. 

* * * * 

Two  of  our  alumni,  Herbert  Bergson, 
’25,  and  Sumner  Redstone,  ’40,  have 
resigned  their  posts  in  the  Federal  De- 
partment of  Justice  to  enter  the  private 
practice  of  law  with  Washington  at- 
torney Albert  Adams. 

* * * * 

Arnold  & Co.  of  Boston,  an  adver- 
tising agency  founded  by  Oscar  E.  Rud- 
sten,  ’34.  was  recently  honored  by  the 
American  Newspaper  Publishers  Blue 

Book  for  outstanding  work  in  the  field 
of  sales  promotion  through  advertising. 
* * * * 

Harry  F.  Bruin,  ’18,  has  become  part 
owner  of  the  Appel  Bruin  Co.,  Inc., 
which  succeeds  the  old  Noyes  Buick  Co. 
as  the  largest  Buick  dealer  in  New 

England. 

* * * * 

Among  those  given  AEC  scholar- 
ships in  the  last  year  was  Latin  School’s 


Lewis  Gidez,  ’42,  who  received  an 

award  in  biochemistry. 

* * * * 

George  M.  Woodwell,  ’46,  has  re- 
ceived first  place  in  the  Willard  W. 
Eggleston  Memorial  Botany  prizes 

competition  at  Dartmouth  College.  The 
award  is  made  for  the  1949-50  academic 

year  at  the  college. 

* * * * 

From  Harvard  University  comes  the 
note  that  Howard  Shurdut  and  Paul 
Palmbaum,  both  of  the  class  of  ’50, 
have  been  elected  to  the  Union  Com- 
mittee, which  acts  as  a liaison  between 

the  freshmen  and  the  faculty  advisers. 
* * * * 

Brandeis  University  announces  the 
appointment  of  Saul  G.  Cohen,  ’33,  as 
Associate  Professor  of  Chemistry.  Mr. 
Cohen  has  taught  at  Harvard,  the  Uni- 
versity of  California,  and  Northeastern 
University. 

* * * * 

Abraham  Sonnabend,  ’14,  (an  in- 
terview with  whom  we  hope  to  publish 
in  a later  issue)  recently  purchased  the 
Sheraton  Hotel  in  Boston.  Now  called 
the  Hotel  Shelton,  this  is  the  eighth  ho- 
tel acquired  by  Mr.  Sonnabend. 

* * * * 

Alan  S.  Miller  ’47,  now  a senior  at 
Rensselaer  Polytechnic  Institute,  Troy 
New  York,  has  recently  attained  the 
highest  honor  at  the  University  by  his 
election  as  president  of  Phalanx,  the 
senior  honorary  society.  Miller,  who 
was  editor-in-chief  of  the  B.  L .S. 
Register  was  also  editor  of  the  R.P.I. 
Engineer,  and  active  on  the  three  other 
student  publications  there.  His  name 
has  been  entered  in  the  “Who’s  Who 
Among  Students  in  American  Colleges 
and  Universities.” 
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sincerely  thanks  Mr.  Thomas  W.  Sheehan  for  his  untiring 
effort  and  greatly  appreciated  patience  as  Literary  Advisor 
during  the  unfortunate  illness  of  Mr.  Philip  Marson 
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Once  again,  the  denizens  of  the  third 
floor  were  subjected  to  the  dazzling 
display  of  campaign  posters  and  the 
sounds  of  earnest  petition  as  the  Class 
of  ’51  held  its  elections.  Those  who 
emerged  victorious  (if  exhausted)  were 
Robert  Rittenburg,  President;  Richard 
Barton,  V.P. ; Jack  Molloy,  Secretary- 
Treasurer;  and  Donald  Tavel,  heading 
a Class  Committee  of  James  Paras, 
John  George,  George  McLaughlin,  and 
Ronald  Jones. 

* * * * 


Keller 


Robert  Gargill,  that  shining  light  of 
class  II  is  here  shown  being  awarded 
first  prize  in  the  Red  Feather  Oratorical 
Contest.  The  competition  was  so  keen, 
however,  that  he  had  to  share  top 
honors  with  the  young  lady  shown  at 
the  right.  He  receives,  in  addition  to  the 
cup,  a scholarship  to  Staley  College  of 
the  Spoken  Word,  valued  at  about  six 
thousand  dollars.  Here  he  is  shown  hap- 
pily contemplating  (of  all  things)  the 
trophy. 


Carp 


Harvey  Tattlebaum  (right)  and 
Warren  Miller  appeared  on  radio  sta- 
tion WHDH  with  Professor  Norbert 
Weiner  of  MIT  and  other  notables  in 
the  field  of  science  in  a program  en- 
titled “Man  vs.  Machines”,  an  informal 
discussion  of  man’s  place  in  the  modern 
mechanized  world.  Unfortunately,  their 
contributions  to  human  understanding 
were  kept  from  the  world  by  an  elec- 
trical power  failure  on  the  night  of  the 
broadcast. 

* * * * 

The  Debating  Club  chose  its  officers 
for  the  year  in  an  election  which 
threatened  to  erupt  into  a riot.  After 
the  smoke  had  cleared,  the  result  of 
many  ballots  showed  James  Sidd,  Presi- 
dent; Conrad  Geller,  Vice  President; 
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Harvey  Tattlebaum,  Secretary;  and 
W arren  Miller,  Treasurer.  The  club 
plans,  besides  the  usual  public  forums, 
to  hold  formal  debates  with  Brookline 
High  School  and  Girls’  Latin  School. 
* * * * 

In  late  fall,  coach  Thomas  called  out 
the  future  “Byron  Nelsons”  of  our 
school  for  fall  golf  practice.  Several 
elimination  tournaments  were  held. 
The  winner  of  these  was  Fox  of  Class 
III. 

At  a meeting  of  the  lettermen,  Breen 
was  elected  captain.  The  returning  let- 
termen are  Breen,  Scigliano,  Loyal, 
Gibbons,  Kenney,  and  Savarann.  Paras 
is  manager. 

There  will  be  another  practice  session 
in  the  spring,  at  which  time  the  com- 
plete squad  will  be  selected.  Coach 
Thomas  thinks  we’ll  have  another  great 
year. 

Once  again  this  year  a contingent  of 
Boston  Latin’s  finest  visited  our  old 


Carp 


alumnus,  “Bob”  Clayton,  at  radio  sta- 
tion VVHDH.  to  present  a survey  of  the 
school’s  taste  in  popular  music.  Above 
we  see  them  grouped  around  the  im- 
presario of  the  turntables.  They  are, 
left  to  right:  Thomas  Doherty,  Jerold 
Shocker,  David  Kenney,  Sheldon  Fech- 
tor,  Robert  Kline  and  Mark  Aranson. 
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ome 


By  A.  H.  Martin,  ’56 


You  can  travel  in  any  direction, 

But  no  matter  where  you  roam, 
You’ll  always  have  an  urge  to  return 
To  the  place  that  you  call  home. 


It  may  be  a shack  on  a barren  plain, 

Or  a mansion  splendid  and  grand; 

It  may  be  a hovel  of  sticks  and  of  mud 
Or  a castle  on  high  rocky  land. 


But  the  greatest  home,  where  love  always  is,  \ 

It  the  place  where  real  happiness  lies;  ' 

It’s  the  pageant  of  splendor  which  dwells  in  the  sky, 

It’s  a palace  where  love  never  dies. 
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HOWARD  LINDSAY  '07 


By  T.  S.  Doherty  ’51 


How  would  you  like  to  be  known  as 
the  author  of  the  most  popular  play 
ever  on  Broadway?  Two  men  can 
claim  that  distinction:  Howard  Lindsay 
and  Russell  Crouse,  collaborators  on 
the  fabulous  Life  With  Father,  which 
played  3,213  performances  on  Broad- 
way. One  of  these  men  is  a graduate 
of  Latin  School : Howard  Lindsay,  a 
genial  man  of  medium  height,  with  a 
red  mustache,  whom  we  met  in  his  suite 
at  the  Ritz-Carlton  Hotel,  when  his 
smash-hit  Call  Me  Madam,  was  play- 
ing last  month  at  Boston’s  Shubert 
Theater. 

In  the  course  of  an  hour,  we  learned 
many  interesting  facts  about  the  man 
and  his  life  at  Latin;  but  the  thing  that 
most  impressed  us  and  Mr.  Lindsay 
was  the  great  differences  that  have 
occurred  in  Latin  School  in  the  forty- 
three  years  since  1907.  In  those  days, 
there  was  no  Schoolboy  Parade,  but  a 
competitive  drill  on  Boston  Common. 
The  pace  was  slower,  but  harder,  at 
Latin  School  then,  and  there  were  de- 
cidedly fewer  social  activities.  Although 
there  was  no  Dramatics  Club,  the  de- 
clamations, both  at  assemblies  and  in 
the  individual  classrooms,  were  a great 
help  to  those  histrionically  inclined.  In 
his  Senior  year,  Mr.  Lindsay  took  sec- 
ond place  at  Prize  Declamation;  but 
during  his  first  three  years  in  the 
school,  he  “could  hardly  utter  a word” 
in  the  declamation  held  once  a month 
in  each  classroom.  There  was  a boy 
there,  said  Mr.  Lindsay,  who  could  al- 
ways stop  him  cold  whenever  he  got  up 
to  speak,  for  this  boy’s  antics  never 
failed  to  put  Lindsay  in  hysterics. 

Howard  Lindsay  was  also  Class  Or- 
ator in  his  Senior  year,  and  tells  how  he 
conferred  with  Headmaster  Fiske  when 
this  honor  was  bestowed  upon  him. 


“How  long  should  I speak?”  he 
asked,  and  Dr.  Fiske  gave  him  a piece 
of  advice  he  has  always  kept  in  his 
mind,  “Stop  before  they  want  you  to.” 

Mr.  Lindsay  was  business  manager 
of  the  Register  when  the  staff  was 
formed,  but  he  confesses  he  had  “no 
gift  for  urging  people  to  advertise  in 
the  magazine.”  There  were  about  nine 
issues  a year  then;  and  when  Lindsay, 
at  his  editor’s  insistence,  wrote  a son- 
net, it  was  the  only  poem  published  in 
that,  issue.  He  wrote  several  stories,  too, 
when  he  became  temporary  editor  for 
three  months  while  the  regular  editor 
was  cramming  for  an  entrance  “exam” 
to  Annapolis;  and  Lindsay  reveals  he 
was  very  happy  to  be  relieved  of  his 
position  as  business  manager.  Mr. 
Lindsay  told  us  that  he  thinks  the  Reg- 
ister has  been  vastly  improved  during 
the  intervening  years. 

One  anecdote  of  Mr.  Lindsay’s  serves 
to  bring  out  the  character  of  another 
of  our  headmasters,  who  was  teaching 
Greek  at  that  time,  the  late  Mr.  Penny- 
packer.  To  quote  Mr.  Lindsay,  Penny- 
packer  “flung  a test”  at  them,  contain- 
ing the  word  “bluff.” 

Confused,  Lindsay  raised  his  hand. 
“Do  you  mean  the  verb,  sir?”  he  asked. 

Mr.  Pennypacker  gave  Lindsay  a 
heated  look,  and  snarled,  “You  don’t 
think  I would  use  slang,  do  you?”  for 
“bluff”  was  not  in  common  use  as  a 
verb  in  those  days. 

Mr.  Lindsay  won  the  Price  Green- 
leaf  scholarship  to  Harvard,  but  stayed 
there  only  a year;  for,  while  reading  a 
catalogue,  he  came  across  the  advertise- 
ment of  a New  York  Drama  School. 
At  that  time  he  was  torn  between  two 
ambitions — one,  the  ministry;  the  other, 
the  theatre.  After  reading  the  “ad,”  he 
weighed  the  two  alternatives  and,  de- 
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ciding  that  four  years  of  college  and  four 
more  at  Divinity  school  were  too  much, 
went  to  New  York  City  to  become  an 
actor.  The  field  had  many  openings 
then,  many  more  than  nowadays;  and, 
for  this  reason,  Lindsay  cautions  those 
boys  interested  in  the  professional  stage, 
“Don’t  try  it.  It  is  too  difficult  to  enter 
the  theatre  now;  as  a matter  of  fact, 
about  ninety  per  cent  of  the  members 
of  the  Actors’  Equity  Association  are 
presently  unemployed.”  And  he  added 
that,  although  good  playwrights  are 
more  in  demand  than  actors,  few  men 
in  the  world  have  a natural  bent  for 
good  stage-writing. 

Among  the  benefits  derived  from  his 
Latin  School  education  was  the  im- 
provement of  his  memory,  which  helped 
him  in  stage-managing,  his  first  occu- 
pation on  the  professional  stage.  He 
told  us  he  much  prefers  the  Classical 
course  to  all  others,  for  it  trains  the 
mind  so  well.  Later  in  his  career  with 
Russell  Crouse,  he  wrote  State  of  the 
Union,  Arsenic  and  Old  Lace,  the 
aforementioned  Life  With  Father; 
three  musicals — Red,  Hot  and  Blue, 
Hooray  for  What,  and  Anything  Goes; 
and,  more  recently,  Life  With  Mother 
and  Call  Me  Madam.  One  of  the  high 
comedy  points  of  Life  With  Mother  is 
when  one  of  the  sons  recites  “An  In- 
cident at  the  French  Camp”,  with  the 
memorable  line,  “and,  smiling,  the  boy 
fell  dead”,  a quotation  which  Mr. 
Lindsay  well  remembers  from  his  Latin 
School  declamation. 

His  interest  in  the  theatre  started  du- 
ring his  early  life  in  Atlantic  City,  where 
his  uncle  owned  a newspaper.  (Mr. 
Lindsay  came  to  Boston  at  the  age  of 
twelve  and  attended  the  Edward  Ever- 
ett School  here.  He  entered  Latin 
in  the  fourth  class.)  It  became  the  cus- 
tom for  the  uncle  to  have  advertisers 
who  had  not  paid  their  bills  give 
merchandise  to  Lindsay’s  family.  One 
such  debtor  was  a teacher  of  elocution, 
who  evened  his  debt  by  giving  young 
Howard  lessons  in  speaking.  “There- 


upon,” Lindsay  remarks,  “whenever  the 
family  got  together  or  there  was  a meet- 
ing of  any  kind,  they  always  put  me  up 
on  a table  to  declaim.” 


Moss 


Then  we  asked  the  question  custom- 
ary in  all  alumni  interviews,  “What  is 
your  advice  to  Latin  School  boys?” 
Visibly  stuck  for  an  answer,  Mr.  Lind- 
say paused  for  a while,  and  Russell 
Crouse,  who  had  entered  during  the  in- 
terview, piped  up,  “That’s  one  reason 
I’m  happy  I’m  not  an  alumnus.”  Fi- 
nally, Mr.  Lindsay  remarked  that, 
frankly,  his  mind  was  divided;  but  he 
quoted  the  words  of  one  of  his  subject- 
masters,  “If  there  is  something  you 
don’t  like,  work  twice  as  hard  at  it,  un- 
til you  conquer  it  and  get  to  like  it.” 

The  telephone  started  to  ring.  Being 
connected  with  a smash  hit  show  in- 
volves a mountainous  volume  of  work, 
and  Lindsay  and  Crouse’s  Call  Me 
Madam  has  given  them  much  to  do. 
So,  thanking  both  these  cordial  and 
interesting  men,  whose  names  are 
known  the  world  over,  wre  gratefully 
shook  their  hands  and  walked  out  the 
door. 
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ROY  E.  LARSEN  '17 

By  Warren  G.  Miller,  ’51  and  Conrad  Geller,  ’51 


The  audience  had  dispersed,  and  a 
blue-eyed,  genial  gentleman,  whose  dark 
hair  was  greying  slightly  at  the  temples, 
graciously  submitted  himself  to  the  in- 
quiries of  your  Register  reporters.  This 
was  Mr.  Roy  E.  Larsen,  president  of 
the  internationally  famed  Time  Inc., 
whose  name  appears  on  the  staff  pages 
of  Time,  Life,  Fortune,  and  Architec- 
tural Forum  magazines.  His  features 
were  hardly  those  which  we  expected 
of  so  eminent  an  executive.  Rather, 
they  were  those  of  the  average  business- 
man. Basically,  Mr.  Larsen  is  a busi- 
ness-man. 

As  we  spoke  to  him,  there  was  a 
gleam  in  his  eye,  which  seemed  to  ex- 
press his  pleasure  at  taking  this  moment 
out  of  an  extremely  busy  life  to  look 
back  on  his  days  at  Latin  School  and 
on  his  fascinating  career. 


Halsman 


At  B.L.S.  Mr.  Larsen  waded  through 
three  years  of  Greek,  in  which  he  did 
well;  excelled  in  Latin,  in  which  he  still 
recalls  receiving  several  ninety-eights; 
enjoyed  his  English  and  history;  but 
“managed  to  pass”  algebra.  He  was  a 
cadet  captain  and  an  ardent  athlete. 


participating  in  football,  baseball,  track, 
hockey,  and  basketball.  His  connection 
with  the  business  staff  of  the  Register 
represented  his  first  experience  in  mag- 
azine publication.  In  1917,  Mr.  Larsen 
was  graduated  and  went  on  to  continue 
his  studies  at  Harvard,  where  he  ma- 
jored in  history,  government,  and  ec- 
onomics. There  he  served  on  the  ad- 
vertising staff  of  the  Harvard  Advocate. 
He  was  graduated  from  Harvard  with 
the  class  of  1921. 

Mr.  Larsen  reminiscently  contem- 
plated the  inauspicious  beginning  of  his 
career:  “Immediately  after  graduation, 
I left  my  home  town  of  Boston  for  New 
York  to  start  on  a bank-training  job 
with  the  Guaranty  Trust  Company. 
Before  I arrived  in  New  York,  the  de- 
pression of  1921  had  intervened  to  wine 
out  both  the  job  and  $25,000,000  of  the 
Bank’s  surplus;  consequently,  as  one  of 
the  unemployed,  I walked  New  York’s 
unfamiliar  streets  for  two  months  trying 
to  graduate  to  a runner’s  job  in  some 
banking  house.  This  search  ended  on  the 
messenger’s  bench  of  the  International 
Acceptance  Bank — weekly  salary,  $10.” 

The  cage-like  aspects  of  a banking 
career  so  restricted  Mr.  Larsen’s  spirit 
that  he  left  and  sought  employment 
on  the  business  staff  of  a publishing 
house.  He  was  offered  the  position  of 
advertising  manager  of  a newly  formed 
magazine,  later  called  Time.  Ironically 
enough,  Mr.  Larsen,  recalling  the  un- 
pleasant memories  of  soliciting  ads  for 
the  Harvard  Advocate,  refused  the  po- 
sition. That  same  afternoon  he  was  of- 
fered the  position  of  circulation  man- 
ager of  the  same  magazine.  “I  accepted, 
and  thereby  settled  my  business  affil- 
iation for  the  rest  of  my  life  up  to 
date.” 

Mr.  Larsen  climbed  the  ladder 
rapidly.  From  circulation  manager  of 
Time  in  1925,  he  became  Vice-president 
of  Time  Inc.  in  1927,  and  was  made 
director  in  1933.  He  served  as  publisher 
of  Life  from  its  launching  in  1936  until 
January  1946,  relinquishing  the  post 
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to  devote  full  time  to  his  duties  as  pres- 
ident, a position  he  has  held  since  1939, 
succeeding  Henry  R.  Luce.  During  this 
period,  Mr.  Larsen  created  both  the 
March  of  Time  cinema  and  radio  pro- 
grams. 

Despite  his  success  in  the  business 
world,  Mr.  Larsen  has  not  allowed  his 
exacting  duties  to  prevent  him  from 
participating  in  many  and  varied  in- 
terests. Now,  as  in  his  school  years,  he 
believes  in  a well-balanced  combination 
of  specialized  work  and  outside  activity. 
Mr.  Larsen’s  most  recent  interest  is  in 
education.  As  chairman  of  the  National 
Citizen’s  Commission  for  the  public 
schools,  he  is  spending  a great  deal  of 
time  addressing  school  boards  through- 
out the  country.  It  was  after  an  address 
in  this  regard  at  Hingham  High  School 
that  your  Register  reporters  had  the  op- 
portunity of  interviewing  him.  In  ad- 
dition to  his  many  activities,  Mr.  Lar- 
sen found  time  in  1923,  to  marry  a 
girl  “who  has  been  willing  to  put  up 
with  my  preoccupation  with  Time  and, 


recently,  with  hospitals  and  libraries, 
and  to  rear  four  Larsen  children.” 

Despite  Mr.  Larsen’s  opinion  that 
Latin  School,  in  his  day,  failed  to  de- 
velop the  reason  as  well  as  the  memory, 
probably  on  account  of  the  lack  of  cour- 
ses in  current  events,  and  failure  to 
emphasize  extemporaneous  speaking 
rather  than  declaiming  (then  com- 
pulsory), he  feels  that  a graduate  of 
Latin  School  is  one  of  a select  group. 
We  all  may  profit  by  the  advice,  based 
upon  the  vast  wordly  experience  of 
such  a distinguished  gentleman: 
“While  at  Latin  School  try  to  develop 
a high  degree  of  ability  to  concentrate 
and  study.  In  college,  continue  to 
broaden  your  studies  and  interests,  re- 
membering always  that  extra-curricu- 
lar activity  is  of  immeasurable  value  in 
later  life.” 

Our  interview  over,  we  left  Mr.  Roy 
E.  Larsen,  a business  man,  a strong  be- 
liever in  individualism,  and  a true 
leader.  Latin  School  may  well  be  proud 
of  this  alumnus. 


By  Lewis  M.  Olfson,  ’54 

When  gauzelike  cobwebs  drape  from  tree  to  tree, 
When  every  leaf  hangs  loose  upon  her  frame, 
When  elegance  turns  to  simplicity, 

When  shrubs  burst  forth  in  frocks  of  scarlet  flame, 
When  evening  skies  from  azure  turn  to  gray, 

When  squirrels  store  the  acorn,  child  of  oak, 
When  stars  appear  in  only  sparse  array, 

When  in  the  twilight,  frogs  no  longer  croak. 
When  leaves  turn  yellow,  russet,  red,  and  brown, 
When  frost’s  fine  silver  etchings  are  first  seen, 

\\  hen  pine’s  the  only  tree  to  wear  a gown, 

When  winds  go  wild,  but  rains  remain  serene, 
When  pumpkins  fill  the  fields  where  last  lived  clover, 
Then,  will  autumn  come,  for  summer’s  over. 
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2 X.  William  J4.  WUJl  23 


Recently,  one  of  Latin  School’s  most 
distinguished  sons  and  masters  ended 
his  long  association  with  the  school — 
an  association  marked  by  the  admira- 
tion and  respect  of  all  who  have  known 
him. 

Dr.  William  H.  Marnell,  while  re- 
cently head  of  the  Latin  and  Greek  de- 
partment, has  been  elevated  to  the  posi- 
tion of  professor  of  English  at  the 
Teachers’  College.  Believing  that  an 
interview  with  this  versatile  gentleman 
would  be  both  interesting  and  inspir- 
ing to  our  readers,  we  visited  him  at 
his  new  office  to  ask  him  a few  ques- 
tions. 

Receiving  us  cordially,  he  led  us  to  a 
quiet  room,  and  invited  us  to  “fire 
away”.  LTpon  our  request,  he  told  us  of 
his  undergraduate  days  at  Latin  School, 
when  Patrick  T.  Campbell  was  head- 
master. He  recalled  that  he  had  been 
a charter  member  of  the  Dramatics 
Club,  and,  recognized  as  a great  Thesp- 
ian, he  was  assigned  the  role  of  the 
heroine  in  the  first  production.  As  proof 
of  this,  we  were  told,  there  is  in  the 
possession  of  former  headmaster  Joseph 
Powers  a photograph  of  him  in  his 
costume. 

Dr.  Marnell  graduated  in  1923,  the 
same  year  as  Cerard  Reilly,  later  to 
become  a member  of  the  National 
Labor  Relations  Board  and  the  reputed 
author  of  the  Taft-Hartley  Act.  From 
Latin  School  he  entered  Boston  Col- 
lege, from  which  he  graduated  in  1927. 
He  received  his  Master  of  Arts  degree 
at  Harvard  in  1928. 

Although  planning  to  teach  English, 
oddly  enough,  he  entered  the  Latin 
School  as  a substitute  teacher  in  Latin, 
and  has  remained  a Latin  and  Greek 
teacher  since  then. 


Of  the  many  students  who  have 
passed  under  his  guidance,  he  particu- 
larly remembered  one  who  had  trouble 
with  the  second  declension.  Unfortu- 
nately, the  young  man  in  question  left 
the  school  prematurely,  but  if  we  may 
judge  by  results  this  was  no  setback, 
for  the  boy  became  very  successful  in 
the  textile  industry — James  J.  Axelrod. 
(Thus  we  may  conclude  that  the  sec- 
ond declension  is  not  always  a require- 
ment for  success  in  business.) 

Dr.  Marnell  received  his  Doctor  of 
Philosophy  degree  at  Harvard  in  1938. 
Later  he  taught  summer  sessions  at 
Fordham.  This  activity,  however,  was 
interrupted  by  news  of  Pearl  Harbor. 

Despite  the  limitations  of  his  school 
duties,  he  found  time  to  join  many 
associations,  the  most  noted  of  which  is 
the  Clover  Club,  to  which  three  mem- 
bers of  the  president’s  cabinet  belonged. 
In  1941,  in  order  to  help  out  a friend, 
he  wrote  a few  editorials  for  the  Boston 
Herald  for  what  he  thought  would  be 
only  a short  time.  This  “temporary” 
job  lasted  until  last  June,  when  he  was 
forced  to  choose  between  school  work 
and  newspaper  work,  because  of  lack 
of  time  for  both. 

Dr.  Marnell  claims  that  his  hobby  is 
to  avoid  life  insurance  agents,  yet  it  is 
evident  that  his  recreation  is  his  work, 
for  he  appears  to  enjoy  teaching  greatly. 

We  had  spent  over  an  hour  with 
this  interesting  man,  and  fearing  that 
we  were  detaining  him,  we  rose  to 
leave.  As  we  shook  hands,  he  reminded 
us  to  pass  on  these  words  of  advice  to 
Latin  School  students.  “Don’t  permit 
the  unstable  times  to  throw  you  off  the 
track;  make  yourself  stable.” 
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Sept.  7 School  again!  Ugh!  Class  VI 
encounters  Mr.  Meanor;  Class  V 
prepares  for  its  second  encounter  with 
‘"Ritchie”;  it’s  drill  for  class  IV;  class 
III  is  about  to  enter  upon  that  state 
of  dementia  induced  by  “base  angles 
of  an  isosceles  triangle”;  class  II  is 
understudying  to  become  class  I,  and 
class  I is  holding  on  to  its  wallet  and 
hoping  it  will  soon  be  over. 

Sept.  8 Today  Latin  School  resembled 
a battle  scene  from  “Henry  IV”  as 
the  corridors  were  overflowed  with 
hordes  of  little  monsters  with  huge 
green  bookbags. 

Sept.  11  Homelessons  already?  But  sir, 
I’m  in  class  I! 

Sept.  12  Heard  in  Nurse’s  office: 

Miss  Taylor:  “Have  you  ever  taken 
sedatives?” 

Pupil:  “No,  who  teaches  it?” 

Sept.  13  All  hopefuls  for  Cross-country 
began  practice  today.  (Seems  that 
they  go  a little  faster  when  they 
reach  G.L.S.  doesn’t  it?) 

Sept.  14  Business  meeting  of  the  Regis- 
ter today.  The  newest  methods  for 
coercion  of  prospective  advertisers 
were  ably  discussed  by  Messrs.  Myers, 
Kaplan,  and  Paras. 

Sept.  15  Ye  R.R.R.  is  rapidly  acquiring 
an  inferiority  complex.  His  drill  com- 
pany is  so  tall  that  he  has  to  yodel 
commands! 

Sept.  18  It  seems  that  a certain  His- 
tory teacher  expects  his  pupils  to 
peruse  thoroughly  the  “New  York 


Times”  each  weekend  in  preparation 
for  his  current  events  tests.  Well  I 
won’t  do  it!!!  (Don’t  inquire  as  to 
my  History  mark.) 

Sept.  19  After  being  subjected  to  the 
rigors  of  an  Achievement  test,  school 
was  dismissed  at  10:30,  despite  Ye 
R.R.R.’s  frantic  pleas  that  classes 
must  be  resumed  after  the  exam. 

Sept.  20  No  boy  is  allowed  to  whistle 
within  the  school  building,  the  reason 
offered  being  that  the  offender  might 
wake  up  some  of  the  classes. 

Sept.  21  Who  said  that  class  I was  easy? 

Now  that  the  homelessons  are  be- 
ginning to  reach  their  customary 
length,  it  is  becoming  increasingly 
evident  to  Ye  R.R.R.  why  all  Seniors 
list  to  the  starboard  side. 

Sept.  22  A certain  Class  I homeroom 
master  is  aspiring  to  have  his  home- 
room be  the  first  to  reach  100%  in 
the  Loyalty  Fund.  Lay  on,  A/axduff! 

Sept.  25  Being  obliged  to  shriek  out 
commands  for  40  minutes  each  Mon- 
day, and  being  endowed  with  a com- 
pany of  nitwits,  half  of  whom  are 
deaf,  and  the  other  half  hard  of  hear- 
ing, it  seems  that  Ye  R.R.R.  is  des- 
tined to  go  through  each  Monday 
with  a severe  case  of  "Buzz-Saw 
Throat.” 

Sept.  26  Today’s  meeting  of  the  Reg- 
ister Literary  Staff  was  highlighted 
by  a stirring  speech  by  an  eminent 
poet,  among  whose  works  is  “In  the 
water  there  is  seaweed  ...”  ) 
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Sept.  28  Hockey  candidates  were  called 
out  today.  Come,  now  Cholmondley, 
old  man,  isn’t  it  rather  early? 

Sept.  29  As  Indian  Summer  is  holding 
sway,  and  the  G.L.S.  beauties  are 
favoring  outdoor  activities,  the  Tele- 
scope Club  is  continuing  its  daily 
clandestine  meetings  in  Room  324. 

Oct.  2 Very  (ho  hum)  interesting  as- 
sembly today.  Ye  R.R.R.’s  knowledge 
has  been  broadened  to  the  extent 
that  he  is  now  cognizant  of  the  fact 
that  the  assembly  hall  is  illumined  by 
320  lights. 

Oct.  3 Now  it  can  be  told!  Room  301  is 
the  first  room  in  the  school  to  at- 
tain 100%  in  the  Loyalty  Fund.  The 
boys,  still  weak  from  verbal  lashings, 
feebly  acknowledged  the  headmas- 
ter’s congratulations. 

Oct.  4 Today’s  bulletin  informs  us  that 
the  VULGUS,  VULGI,  (m.)  is  to 
refrain  from  congregating  along  the 
fence  near  G.L.S.  during  lunch  per- 
iods. And  that’s  no  joke! 

Oct.  5 We  were  introduced  to  Junior 
Achievement  today  with  appropriate 
speeches  and  the  assertion  by  our 
friend  Mr.  Carp  that  “the  prettiest 
girls  in  Boston  belong.”  Where  do 
we  sign? 

Oct.  6 For  those  inmates  of  Ye  Olde 
Dungeone  who  do  not  reside  in  the 
fair  city  of  Boston,  the  first  tuition 
payment  of  $175  is  due.  (Would  you 
believe  that  people  pay  to  go  here?) 

Oct.  9 Ye  R.R.R.  is  doing  research  work 
in  an  effort  to  find  the  name  of  the 
composer  of  that  masterpiece  of  sar- 
casm which  annually  adorns  the  bul- 
letin, viz,  “Now  that  the  seaside- 
country  season  is  over  . . .” 

Oct.  10  All  boys  in  the  top  1%  of  the 
class,  physically  normal,  (six  feet  tall, 
220  lbs.,  able  to  read  a dollar  bill  at 
50  paces)  may  apply  for  the 
N.R.O.T.C.  program. 

Oct.  11  This  year’s  crop  of  “sixies”  was 
treated  to  its  first  declamation  today. 
(And  class  I paid  for  the  programs. 
Maybe  we  should  buy  them  peanuts 
and  popcorn,  too!) 

Oct.  12  Regular  “B.L.S.”  on  3 for 
Columbus! 

Oct.  13  To  prevent  the  unspeakable 
catastrophe  of  having  our  textbooks 


marred,  all  loyal  Latin  School  pupils 
(and  the  rest  of  us)  will  cover  their 
books. 

Oct.  14  Politics  rears  its  ugly  head,  as 
again  class  I prepares  to  march  to 
the  polls. 

Oct.  17  The  Seniors  and  all  boys  new 
to  the  school  are  to  be  photographed 
today.  Ye  R.R.R.  is  an  odds-on  fav- 
orite to  break  the  camera  before  “Big 
Marv”  has  a chance. 

Oct.  18  Heard  in  Latin  Class: 

Teacher:  “Don’t  you  know  that  you 
are  not  supposed  to  use  any  transla- 
tion books?” 

Pupil:  “Well,  stupid  old  me!!!” 

Oct.  19  Heard  in  History  class: 

“What  would  happen  if  England 
wanted  to  buy  Vera  Cruz?” 

“She  probably  wouldn’t  consent.” 

Oct.  20  The  reason  that  you  see  so  many 
Seniors  going  about  with  their  hands 
in  their  pockets  is  that  they  are  pro- 
tecting the  complexion  of  their  hands 
in  anticipation  of  the  time  they  re- 
ceive the  class  rings. 

Oct.  23  Today’s  assembly  has  every- 
body in  the  school  scribbling  car  de- 
signs on  all  available  surfaces. 

Oct.  24  Aha!  Shame  on  you,  Art  Club. 
Ye  R.R.R.  has  found  out  that  the 
two  best  artists  in  the  school  are 
mere  members  of  the  aforementioned 
club. 

Oct.  25  All  boys  unavoidably  detained 
in  traffic  tie-ups,  and  therefore  tardy, 
are  to  be  excused.  This,  naturally,  in- 
cludes only  major  disturbances  such 
as  earthquakes,  hurricanes  etc. 

Oct.  26  The  Radio  Club  announces 
with  pride  that  it  now  has  its  own 
radio  station.  “Fama  est”  they  will 
feature  a serial,  entitled  “Vergil”. 

Oct.  27  The  180  odd  (very)  members 
of  Class  I today  cast  their  votes. 
(Please  notice  that  no  plugs  for 
“Tom”  Doherty  have  been  made.) 

Oct.  28  The  students  of  Ye  Olde  Asy- 
lume  were  privileged  to  vote  today 
for  their  favorite  songs.  At  last  count, 
“God  Bless  America”  was  leading. 

Oct.  31  Heard  in  corridor: 

“I  just  don’t  like  that  teacher.  He 
always  wanders  away  from  the  sub- 
ject, never  explains  anything,  and 
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always  gives  hard  tests.” 

“Yeah,  I flunked  too.” 

Nov.  1 Election  returns  today.  Con- 
gratulations go  to  “Bob”,  “Buzz”, 
“Jack”,  “Don”,  “Jim”,  “Mac”, 
“Jonesy”,  and  “Brillohead”. 

Nov.  2 Have  you  heard  the  new  foot- 
ball cheer,  “Rah,  rah,  hit  ’em  with  a 
‘Muzzey’  ”? 

Nov.  3 Report  cards.  Day  of  woe! 

Nov.  6 Heard  in  History  class: 

“What  is  the  significance  of  the  ap- 
pearance of  women  in  history  books 
in  the  period  around  1820?” 

“It  proves  that  they  had  them  in 
those  days.” 

Nov.  7 Beware,  Seniors;  everything 
from  the  number  of  lumps  on  your 
head  to  the  size  of  your  shoes  is  be- 
ing taken  into  consideration  for 
membership  in  the  National  Honor 
Society. 

Nov.  8 Policemen  are  being  provided 
to  prevent  anybody’s  being  trampled 
in  the  rush  to  attend  the  French 
Club’s  meetings. 

Nov.  9 Rumor  has  it  that  “Honest  Abe” 
will  adorn  the  third  floor  corridor 
in  a short  time. 

Nov.  10  Services  will  be  held  today  for 


two  undergraduates  who  had  the  im- 
pertinence to  ask  a Senior  when  the 
rings  were  coming. 

Nov.  13  A new  means  to  drain  the 
pockets  of  poverty-stricken  Seniors 
was  found,  as  the  news  of  the  forth- 
coming Victory  Dance  reached  the 
lily-white  ears  of  Ye  R.R.R. 

Nov.  14  The  traditional  Latin-English 
game  will  be  held  this  year  at  White 
Stadium.  With  tickets  rationed  two 
per  pupil,  the  black  market  again 
flourishes.  (Doesn’t  it,  A.B.?) 

Nov.  15  Ye  R.R.R.  has  been  asked  to 
inform  the  public  that  the  howling 
noise  heard  each  Tuesday  is  not 
coming  from  the  lunchroom,  but  it 
is  merely  the  Glee  Club  practicing. 

Nov.  16  After  the  news  that  the  Latin- 
English  game  is  to  be  televised,  the 
football  is  waiting  with  rapt  atten- 
tion for  the  make-up  to  arrive. 

Nov.  17  Latin  School  boys  are  again 
reminded  not  to  smoke  on  public 
conveyances.  Ye  R.R.R.  will  comply 
with  this  order  implicity.  (He  chews 
tobacco.) 

Nov.  20  Today  the — SORRY  DEAD 
LINE. 


$ 


In  these  times  of  growing  tension  and 
impending  violence  it  is  a hopeful  sign 
that  people  are  once  again  extending 
holiday  greetings.  It  is  our  wish,  then, 
that  the  ensuing  year  will  bring 
to  reality  the  hope  for 

“peace  nn  earth, 
pnnh  mill  tnmarh  men” 

THE  REGISTER  STAFF 
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CHRISTMAS  DAY  HAS  COME  AGAIN, 
SO  HERE  IS  WHAT  WE  SAY: 
MERRY  CHRISTMAS  TO  YOU  ALL 
AND  HAPPY  NEW  YEAR'S  DAY 
Room  328 


You’ve  Never  Heard  of  Us  Before 
But  Very  Soon  You’ll  Hear  Much  More 
This  Class  Is  Nifty 
Mr.  Dolan’s  of  '50 
Merry  Christmas  From  224 


Best  Wishes 
for 

A MERRY  CHRISTMAS 
and 

A HAPPY  NEW  YEAR 
■from 

The  Grumpy  Grammarians 
of  222 


Merry  Christmas 


and 


Happy  New  Year 


from 


Room  114 
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To  Everyone 
—FROM  118— 

A Christmas  full  of 
Pleasure  and  Happiness 
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SEASONS  GREETINGS 


FROM  325 


A MERRY  CHRISTMAS 
AND 

A HAPPY  NEW  YEAR 
FROM 
ROOM  133 


Merry  Christmas  oh  to  all 
From  Two  Twenty  to  you  all 
Happy  New  Year  to  everyone 
Thats  what  we  wish  would 
always  come. 

FROM  220 


A MERRY  CHRISTMAS 
and  a 

HAPPY  NEW  YEAR 
from  the  boys  of 
21  I 


CHRISTMAS  GREETINGS 

and 

A HAPPY  NEW  YEAR  FULL 
OF  JOY  TO  ALL 
FROM 
331 


SEASONS  GREETINGS 


Un  Lustiger  Noel  et  Ein  Nouvel 


Annus  Heureux  von  les  Pueris  de 


Zimmer  Dreihundert  et  twelve 


Merry  Christmas  to  YOU 
And  A Happy  New  Year  TOO 


From  the  cheerful  Room  of  232 


The  Boys  of  Room  108 
and  Mr.  Gilbert 

Wish  Everyone  A Merry  Xmas 
and  A Happy  New  Year. 
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A Merry  Christmas 
and 

A Happy  New  Year 
from 

Room  301 


$ r &rrall 

“Hap  arr  llir  labs  of  yp 

g^asnn a 

ICatiu  Irrhool 

03r  uiish  fHprrtr  (Christmas 

to  uou  atib  you. 

IBp  hoyr  thy  2srm  Tlrar  mill 

(Smtttt^a 

bp  yranbr. 

from 

As  it  alrnaya  is  throughout 

ll]p  ICauh” 

229 

Hp  Slabs  of  135 

best  wishes  for  a 
Merry  Christmas 
and  a 

Happy  New  Year 
from  the  geniuses  of 
Room  334 
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FROM 

Kozodoy’s  Mathematical  Morons 
of  Room  221 


We  have  a lot  of  things,  we  do — 

Big  muscles,  charm  and  talent  too, 
Good  looks  and  personality; 

And,  if  perchance  no  brains  you  see 
Don’t  pity  us.  Whate’er  betide 
With  what  we  have  we’re  satisfied; 
From  us  you’ll  hear  no  muttering 
We  know  we  can’t  have  everything, 


(ROOM  333) 


MERRY  CHRISTMAS 


FROM  115 


Room  228  “Sez” 

Merry  Christmas,  Bright  with  Joy 
We  Hope  “U"  get  your  wanted  Toy 
Have  a New  Year  bright  and  cheerful 
Hope  your  marks  “R”  good  the 
Yearful. 


Greetings  and  Best  Wishes 

From  Sir  Caffrey  and  his  brains 
We  hope  you  like  our  poetry 
Even  though  it  pains 

It’s  swell  to  leave  for  home  again 
When  vacation  starts 
And  we’re  all  anticipating 

Those  luscious  Christmas  tarts. 

So  have  a happy  Christmas 
And  a swell  New  Year  too 
From  all  the  gang  and  from  the 
master 

A dandy  tune,  we  wish  for  you. 

And  closing  the  doors  for  a time 
any  how 

We  depart  from  our  desks  in  glee, 
And  until  the  school  bell  rings  again 
We  leave  the  floors  of  223. 


DEDICATED  TO  ALL  OUR  TEACHERS 

OH,  CHRISTMAS  IS  COMING 
I HEARD  IT  WAS  SAID, 

BUT,  THAT  DOESN'T  HELP  OUR  MARKS 
WHICH  ARE  RED, 

SO  ALL  WE  CAN  SAY  TO  BOTH  LARGE  AND  SMALL, 
IS  A GLARING  REPORT  CARD  AND 
A MERRY  CHRISTMAS  TO  ALL 
From  The  Boys  Of  Room  210 
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Oh  Christmas  is  coming 
I heard  it  was  said, 

But  that  doesn’t  help 
Our  marks  which  are  red, 

So  all  we  can  say  to  both  large  and 
small 

Is  a glaring  report  card  and 
A MERRY  CHRISTMAS  TO  ALL 

FROM  134 


MERRY  CHRISTMAS 
and 

HAPPY  NEW  YEAR 
■from 

LONG  JOHN'S  MIDGETS 
IN  324 


A MERRY  CHRISTMAS 
and 

A HAPPY  YEW  YEAR 
from 

THE  BOYS  OF 
102 


Happy  Holiday  Greetings  to 
the  Entire  Teaching  Staff  and 
All  Our  Schoolmates  From 
ROOM  120 


CHRISTMAS  GREETINGS 


FROM 


UNCLE  JOE'S  CABIN 


SEASONS  GREETINGS 
FROM 
218 


x 


MERRY  yVMAS 


happy  new  Year 


FROM  MR.  #^OLL 
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THE  BOYS  OF 
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WE  ARE 

THOMAS'  TODDLERS 
FROM  225 

AND  WE  FEEL  THAT  IT’S 
TIME  TO  SAY 
A MERRY  CHRISTMAS 
AND 

A HAPPY  NEW  YEAR  DAY 


JOYEUX  NOEL  ET 


UNE  ANNEE  HEUREUSE 


DE  LA  SALLE  129 


Yuletide 

Greetings 

from 

Room  103 


There  was  a tar  whose  name  was  ^ 
Tom, 


Room  303 


YULETIDE  HOLLY, 
RED  AND  GREEN, 
MERRY  CHRISTMAS 
FROM  119 


MERRY  CHRISTMAS 
AND 

A HAPPY  NEW  YEAR 

323 


He'd  sail  a ship  through  any  | 
storm. 

5 

Then  old  man  Neptune  came  $ 
around; 

With  Davy  Jones  he'll  now  be  L 
found.  T 

'Though  we  dislike  this  sorry  T 
tale, 

We  never  ever  weep  or  wail, 

But  say:  "A  Merry  Xmas  all; 

May  Santa  pile  your  gifts  quite 
tall!" 
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NORFOLK 

Wholesale  Stationers 

641  ATLANTIC  AVENUE 
BOSTON,  MASS. 

HA  6-6632 

Tel.  TAIbot  5-5653  Open  Evenings 

GOODMAN’S 

Men’s  Formal  Clothes  Rented 

Corner 

Callender  St.  & Blue  Hill  Ave. 
DORCHESTER,  MASS. 

HUbbard  2-3620 — 2-3621 

STEUBEN  RESTAURANT 

144  Boylston  Street,  Boston 

STEUBEN  VIENNA  ROOM 
Opens  at  5 P.M. 

TWO  FLOOR  SHOWS  NIGHTLY 
Private  Dining  Rooms  for  Parties 

FORMAL  CLOTHES  TO  RENT 

Tuxedoes — Tails — Cutaways 

CROSTON  & CARR  CO. 
RETAIL  CLOTHIERS 

72  SUMMER  STREET,  BOSTON 


Uptown  it’s 

HUNTINGTON  55  ALLEYS 

255  HUNTINGTON  AVENUE 
(next  to  Symphony  Hall) 


Downtown  it’s 

Band  Bowling  & Billiards 

30  Alleys  — 25  Tables 
615  WASHINGTON  STREET 
(opposite  R.K.O.  Boston  Theater) 

READ  & WHITE 

MEN'S  and 
WOMEN'S 

FORMAL 
CLOTHES 
RENTED 

FOR  ALL  OCCASIONS 

QUALITY  ALWAYS' 

111  SUMMER  STREET,  BOSTON,  MASS. 

OFFICIAL  HEADQUARTERS 

For  Regulation  Boston  School 

Cadet  Uniforms 

(All  sizes  available) 

COMPLETE  UNIFORM  $9.95 

Consists  of: 

8.2  Chino  Khaki  Trousers 

6 oz.  Chino  Khaki  Shirt 

Chino  Khaki  Overseas  Cap 

Web  Belt  with  Solid  Brass  Buckle 

School  Emblems 

Necktie 

All  other  accessories,  Disc  Insignia  of 
Rank,  Chevrons,  etc.,  in  stock  at  all 
times. 

Rosenfield  Uniform  Company 

Est.  1902 

15  SCHOOL  ST.,  BOSTON,  MASS. 

“Where  your  dad  bought  his  cadet 
uniform” 
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ARTEX  KEY  SHOP 

Keys — Locks 

Locks  Installed  & Repaired 

702  MORTON  STREET 
MATTAPAN 

Tel.  CO  5-9474 


FIORE  CHRISTY'S 
SMOKE  SHOP 


331  HANOVER  STREET 
BOSTON,  MASS. 


Tuxedoes  For  Hire 

“The  better  quality” 
Special  Rates  to  Students 

DUDLEY  TAILORS 

Highlands  5-1551 
140  DUDLEY  STREET 
ROXBURY,  MASS. 


Established  1922 


TA  5-0794 


LANDER  JEWELRY  CO. 

Gifts  for  all  occasions 
Radios  — Appliances 
Diamonds — Watches 

All  at  convenient  credit  terms 

623  WASHINGTON  STREET 
at  Codman  Square  in  Dorchester 


CLAY  CHEVROLET  CO.,  Inc. 

361  Belgrade  Avenue 
West  Roxbury 

Chevrolet  — Sales  and  Service 

Compliments  of 

FERMOYLE  DRUG,  INC. 

722  Huntington  Avenue 
Boston,  Mass. 

Tel.  BE  2-0863 


CLEVELAND  CIRCLE 
AUTO  SCHOOL 

One  of  New  England’s  oldest 
established  & most  reputable 
schools  with  the  newest  methods 

2003  BEACON  STREET,  BROOKLINE 
LO  6-8800 


ASpinwall  7-1436 

HOLMBERG  & DOUGLAS 
Jewelers 

1332  BEACON  STREET 
(Coolidge  Corner) 
BROOKLINE  46,  MASS. 
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FREE  FREE 

“CUT  THIS  OUT” 

The  bearer  of  this  Coupon  is  entitled  to 
One  (1)  free  string  of  bowling  at 
KENMORE  RECREATION  INC. 

82  Lansdowne  St..  Boston,  Mass. 

At  Fenway  Park — WMEX  Bldg. 
From  12  Noon  Till  6 P.M. 

Good  Till  Feb.  28,  1951 
Only  one  (1)  Free  string  per  person 
Leagues  Formed  Free  Instructions 
FREE  FREE 


Flats  Fixed 
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INTERIOR  DECORATING  CO. 
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THE  REGISTER 

thanks  the  advertisers  who  make  the  publication  of 
this  magazine  possible,  and  wishes  them  a happy  and 


prosperous  New  Year. 


*5 

c 

n 

fa 

rA 

fa 

fa 

m 

£ 

£ 


M^3^»aaaaaft^itei>iiiaaaflai^aaaft-M^3a^3aflQaflfl^^ 


I SCHOLASTIC  JEWELERS 

INC. 


Official.  Jewelers 

of  the 

Class  of  1951 


WASHINGTON  STREET 


BOSTON 


S3#3»Si£l5j3fa.O}3>2, 


ii 


Warren  K.  Vantine 
Studio,  Inc. 


SCHOOL  AND  COLLEGE 
PHOTOGRAPHERS 
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132  Boy  Is  ton  Street 
Boston,  Mass* 


